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THE SOUL OF TWO KNIGHTS 


CHAPTER I 


Many extraordinary tales could be told of my 
Knights and Ladies—tales some of which, with 
the permission of those concerned, I have already- 
published, but, among them all, there is not one 
more absorbing than the following unpolished 
history of two brothers in Khaki. By rare good 
fortune, I have been allowed the unrestricted use 
of original letters and diaries, all of which were 
written at the actual time of each event. The 
writers claim no literary skill. Their scripts are, 
each, a boy’s bare soul revealed in his own language. 

Cyril is quite unconscious of his gift of metaphor 
and his power of description, both of which are 
apparent in a high degree. To the expert reader, 
the uncoloured truth of his diary appears all over 
the face of it. It is too strange to be imagination. 
For instance, the seating of himself upon the mound 
of the hidden Calvary, the storm which raged when 
the dire news was broken to him, the descriptions 
of his delirium, the vision of the mountain at 
Mentone, all happened just as described. 

The chief value of the manuscript, however, is 
its revelation of two white souls or, as Eric once 
touchingly put it, of One great white soul in two 
bodies.” One brother’s story is the story of a 
hero soul who has attained the greatest love of which 
man is capable; the other story tells of the brother 
who is left and how, after passing through the most 
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agonising fire of suffering, his faith came out, pure 
old. 

А Eric’s remark about one soul ih two bodies has 
been chosen as the title for the book. We had 
many proposed titles, one list of over a dozen 
having been kindly furnished by Mr. Oxenham. 
All our combined efforts, however, failed to pro- 
duce anything satisfactory and the matter drifted 
from June till November. 

One night, early in November, I was praying at 
the usual hour in my little white chapel of Peace 
when this message was, suddenly, impressed on my 
soul from an exterior source: “ Call that book 
The Soul of Two Brothers.“ 

I am sure that the radiant soul of Eric was with 
me in chapel as he has often been before, and as I 
was not even thinking of the book that night and 
as I believe the title to be the boy’s own choice, 
I am gladly using it. 

I have added the fewest possible interpolations 
so that the brothers may tell their own tale, and 
thousands of our fellow-creatures will be the happier 
for seeing the light of love from the hearts of these 
white boys who loved, yes, and who still love one 
another with a love passing the love of women. 


CHAPTER II 


II must be noted that these two boys are the 
only children of their Mother who is a widow. 
Cyril is the elder, and the beginning of this precious 
manuscript is the letter from Eric written to his 
Mother upon the occasion when Cyril received his 
commission. This letter strikes at the outset the 
key-note of unity and unselfishness which rings 
through these three lives. 
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July 28, 1915.—I want to congratulate you 
heartily on your wonderful gift to the nation. 
All you have, you have given with a smile. My 
word! you must feel proud, although perhaps а 
bit sad, but think of the people about who have 
done and given nothing. God will reward you, 
I feel sure, and I also firmly believe He will bring 
us all three together again soon now, and what 
joy then! No slacking to look back upon, no 
regrets, a knowledge of duty done! Congratula- 
tions, my darling! You have done more than 
any of us and we are both proud of you, very 
proud ! 


The next extracts give Eric’s first impressions 
at the front. 


Monday, May 15, 1916.—I am more pleased 
than I can say that you feel so peaceful and con- 
fident. I thought all sorts of thoughts last night 
between eleven and one, when I was on duty. 
Our artillery started “ straffing and so did theirs. 
I was standing looking over the parapet at the dis- 
tant flashes of bursting shells, etc., and I wondered 
“Why?” No опе on either side cares for this 
-war or wants it {о go on, yet we all go on shelling 
and killing all the time. It does seem awful. 

May 16, 1916.—Well, I have really fathomed 
what fear is, pure unadulterated fear, and I am 
not ashamed to own I was afraid. The fact is we 
were heavily shelled for about one and a half hours 
early this morning. Oh, I can’t describe it! The 
feeling is too awful for words I came off duty at 
11 p.m. and went in the dug-out to lie down. Well 
at 12.80 I awoke and heard the most unearthly row, 
shells screaming over our dug-out, and I lay and 
shook from head to foot. Then I got up and 
went out We gave the vile skunks about six 
times as much as they gave us. (Jolly old Lloyd 
George !) 
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One of our big guns we call the leave train 
as the shells sound like a train whistling, and when 
these shells reach the other end, some poor beasts 
go оп their last leave 

May, 1916.—I have been lying on a bank under 
a tree in an orchard overlooking a pretty little 
valley, and a plough at work on the opposite hill : 
all so quiet and peaceful. All of a sudden the 
eternal “ bang-whiz-crash!” Oh, why, why do 
they do it? The world is so beautiful. Why do 
they mutilate it like this? The beauty of the 
country makes me sad sometimes. 

Empire Day, 1916.—This afternoon there was 
an inspection on the way back from the trenches 
by the G.O.C.-in-C. In other words the General 
Officer Commanding-in-Chief. That is General 
Sir Douglas Haig. I will try and give you my 
impressions of the ceremony. 

Time about 4 p.m.; place, a wood near— 
„somewhere in France.” Dull, cool and a soak- 
ing rain, and the dull boom of guns in the distance. 
Through the wood, soaked from two hours’ trench 
digging without coats in the rain, comes a battalion 
of the finest Regiment in the world, the good old 
, smiling and content, cheerful and full of pride 
of Regiment. They swing down the woodland 
path to the accompaniment of Has anybody here 
seen Kelly?” played on the brass band which is 
marching in the middle of the Battalion. On the 
left of the road is a small body of men on horseback, 
drawn up, Colonels, Brigadiers, Staff Captains, and 
Lieutenants and men of the 17th Lancers (The 
Death-or-Glory Boys), carrying long lances, one 
with a Union Jack on it. In the centre of the 
group is a shortish, thick-set, stern-looking man, 
with iron-grey moustache and hair and a deter- 
mined mouth, stern, yet, behind it all, a kind look, 
а true soldier. As the Battalion swings past there 
are cries at intervals of No.— Platoon, eyes 
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ең!” A salute is given and taken, and in the 
distance the command Eyes—front ” is heard. 
As they pass this man, their chief, the men draw 
themselves up and swing proudly past, rifles at the 
slope, right arms swinging, keeping perfect step, 
forgetting that they are wet, forgetting that they 
are hungry, forgetting everything save that they 
are the finest Battalion in France and that “ this 
man is their leader, their chief, the man who knows 
that any work he gives them will be carried out 
no matter what the cost !—What work has he 
for them now? Нага strenuous work, such as 
they have had for the last fifteen months or an 
easier time for a bit? Which? Never mind, no 
need to worry about that. Whatever it is, it will 
be done, and done well, done for England, done for 
King George, done for the , done for the best 
thing of all—home ! 

Only a matter of a few moments and they have 
passed, a unit in a huge whole, but a unit to be 
proud of! In another minute a clatter of hoofs 
is heard, and the General and his staff canter by 
and calling March the men easy. Good-night ! ” 
to each Company Commander as he passes, he is 
gone and nothing is left but the wood with its 
soaked trees sheltering the Battalion, but—every 
head is held a little higher and the rain doesn’t 
seem to matter so much! It is Empire Day! 
How appropriate ! 

June 13, 1916.—Yes, this war will be won by 
prayer and self-sacrifice and not by force. I never 
have come across such a splendid man as the 
British Tommy. I think he is fine. People in 
England (I mean people with no one out here) 
do not realise and never will what the ordinary 
Tommy is doing and giving up and enduring. It’s 
absolutely splendid, and all for them too! Fancy, 
they have only the one uniform, puttees and boots 
(which often leak), and they carry rifle, equipment, 


10 THE SOUL OF TWO KNIGHTS 


and entrenching tool (shovel and pick), and have 
only a mackintosh sheet to keep the rain off. They 
walk two miles up a trench, knee-deep in water, 
laughing and swearing all the way, dig in a filthy, 
wet, muddy trench all day, get soaked by the 
pouring rain, biscuits and bully beef mid-day, two 
miles back, very cold, draughty, but only tea 
when they get in, no blankets, and the nights 
are bitter, and yet they sing and laugh and joke! 
And these arm-chair people would write to all the 
papers in creation if they did a hundredth part of 
it forone day only. My platoon has been as cheerful 
as anything to-day, I have been round joking 
with them all the time, but when I had got them 
lined up ready to dismiss at 6.30 p.m. this evening, 
their faces were very long, having been out since 
9 a.m., so I said very solemnly, “ There will be no 
night digging, platoon—dis-miss ! °° 

І then heard them saying, No night digging ! 
What’s he mean?” Then someone said, “ Look 
at im laughin’ !” and they all laughed, and І left 
them very cheerful. Poor things, I am awfully 
sorry for them, they have no trench boots, and 
change of uniform like we have, no sleeping bag, 
etc., but they are fine! Idoadmirethem! Nothing 
is too good for them!! 


CHAPTER III 


Cyriu’s portion of the manuscript begins three 
weeks after his brother reached France, with a 
letter written to his Mother telling her of a certain 
Holy Communion received in York Minster. 


May 28, 1916.—At Holy Communion I prayed 
hard for the boy, and you, dearest, and for myself, 
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as I need prayer so much, and really towards the 
end of the service felt so comforted and much more 
peaceful. God seemed to have really come very 
close to me, and then, through some stray bit of 
glass or chink somewhere, the sun shot down a 
straight slender beam on me and touched me and 
promised His protection for my darling brother. 
God seemed so real and so near me, the whole 
place seemed full of Him and He told me that He 
was always with my darling brother and would 
keep him safe. I hardly dared to breathe, and 
when it was all over I looked up and found every- 
one had gone and the service was over, and I came 
out of the church feeling absolutely different. 
I felt as if my innermost soul had been washed and 
come out clean and fresh and strong! Oh, Mumsie, 
have you ever felt that? Never before have I 
felt God so. I know He is real, and when He came 
so near me I asked Him to be with you always and 
to give you strength, and I know He will. Look 
for Him, Mumsie, when you kneel down to-night, 
He will be standing by you. You will feel Him 
there I know, just as Eric and I will be there 
kneeling on either side of you. You know we are 
both there in spirit, asking God for re-union and 
peace, and after all, dearest, it 15 only the Spirit 
that matters, for it is far far better for us to be with 
you in spirit and away in body than vice versa. 
Oh how often and often I feel Eric with me and I 
look up half expecting to see him standing there. 


Next we have two extracts from Cyril’s diary 
which are exquisite little word pictures of the 
Yorkshire Moors. The passages record his last 
period of peace in England before joining his 
brother at the Red Front where the great tragedy 
of his life was to occur. 


Sunday evening, June 25, 1916.—I have been 
alone so much since Eric went to France, that I 
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have really found infinite pleasure in my own 
company. Nothing do I enjoy better than my 
hour of worship in an evening. After toiling all 
day, this blessed hour of peace is almost too lovely 
to describe. My worship does not need a church or 
any choir or organ, for my church is the mightiest 
cathedral in the world. It is the cathedral of 
nature and my worship is the worship of life, 
in fact the country as a whole. I have strolled 
along country lanes with wild Yorkshire all round 
me. There is not the perfect grandeur of Dartmoor 
or the soft beauty of South Devon, but there is a 
sort of wild, free look in the country all round which 
is typical of pure English country. How beautiful 
England is! what a great thing it is to have the 
Мас of fighting for such a land. So to-night 

have wandered away off the beaten track, through 
fields of flowers to a small wood where I sit and 
worship. 

The air is full of the song of a thousand birds, 
mostly larks, and what better choir could one wish 
for than this? Each little throat is bursting with 
melody in the one great hymn of praise, the Lark, 
far away up іп the Heavens, singing a glorious song 
of victory and life and love. 

All round are fields, one mass of flowers of every 
colour, like big pieces of rainbow dropped down 
from Heaven. Far away across the fields is a big 
pine forest, looking dark and still like a big black 
hand gripping the fair landscape. There is per- 

tual twilight in these pine forests and inky 

lackness when the real twilight begins to fall 
outside. From the depths of this dark mass comes 
the sound as of a rushing wind through leaves, and 
even as I sit and worship, suddenly a shrill cry 
comes from the wood, of a cock pheasant suddenly 
startled. In the small wood where I am sitting 
two doves are softly calling to each other in their 
deep melodious note, so typical of perfect happi- 
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ness and peace. They remind me of the happy, 
perfect days long past, when I lived in the protecting 
shelter of home, in blissful ignorance of the troubles 
and trials of life and the griefs and passions of the 
outer world. ` 

The other dark pine forest with the cry of the 
pheasant still ringing in my ears, causes me to feel 
a suspicion of fear, for it looks so deep and dark 
and still, and however much I look I cannot pene- 
trate its inky depths. Rather like the future 
I think which looms so black from here, yet were 
I perhaps to go through it I might find wide open- 
ings full of light and flowers and life—who knows? 

Just at my feet a tiny brook is struggling 
through large boulders, making a faint sound as 
if it were trying to talk to the flowers on its banks 
without disturbing the silence and calm of the 
evening. Here and there it falls a foot or so with 
a musical trickle, for there is very little water in 
it, sounding like soft music played as a glorious 
harmony to the song of the birds. 

Far away on a distant hill cattle are grazing; 
slowly moving patches of brown and white they 
look from here. Now and then they too join in 
this glorious evensong of nature, and far away 
the distant lowing of the cows brings to my heart 
a feeling of perfect peace and happiness, which I 
shall never forget. All round me bees are humming, 
thousands of them, still busy amongst the sweet- 
smelling clover and the sound is like the subdued 
murmur of a vast multitude at prayer. Even as 
I sit and listen a slight breeze stirs the trees over 
my head, and at once the murmur of the bees ceases 
and the birds are silent. Yet ina minute the breeze 
has gone like the wings of Angels passing on their 
errands of mercy and comfort to the sore and 
stricken souls who turn to God for comfort and 


help. 
Overhead dark clouds move slowly over a lowering 
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sky, but far away down in the west the darkness 
ends in a trailing fringe, and beyond and behind is 
a glorious golden glow of sunset. What darkness 
or despair is all around, the thick blackness of 
misery and death, yet if I look beyond it, I see the 
end of it and after that the glorious light of eternal 
happiness. The cloud like a mighty curtain is 
slowly rising, revealing the glorious beauty the 
future holds in store, and as it moves slowly up it 
leaves no trace behind. Even now I believe we are 
within sight of the bright days of peace and happi- 
ness. Even now І can see the end of the cloud 
of war” and the glorious glow of life’s evening 
full of the rich splendour of perfect happiness. 

As I sit and gaze upon this symbol of God’s love 
and forgiveness, far away I hear the faint notes 
of а bugle. The Last Post ” is sounding. Very 
slowly and faintly the sound floats up to me through 
the still night air. That bugle seemed to say, We 
mourn for you who have fallen to win freedom and 
light, yet there is victory for us and you. We have 
the light and Ше and love and peace, and you— 
you have gained immortal life. Sleep on and take 
your rest with this long last note—our last fare- 
well to you—ringing in your ears till the great 
Réveillé shall sound to call you to the everlasting 
life of perfect happiness. 

Friday evening, June 80, 1916.—Again I have 
come out to worship, a little further afield this 
time as I have come on my bike. Overhead is 
a blue cloudless sky and not a breath of wind stirs 
the leaves. Ihave cycled for about twenty minutes 
down the road, then turned off up a grass-covered 
track. On either side are roses, masses of pink 
and white, full blown and in bud. I am now 
sitting under a lovely bower of roses, all closing 
for the night, like tired eyes heavy with sleep. 0 

Having been wet nearly all day the landscape 
is clear and fresh, every twig, branch and leaf one 
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mass of diamonds, sparkling and flashing like 
rainbows in the dying light of the sun. The sun 
is setting in a glory of red and gold behind tiny 
strips of cloud. Не is slowly sinking behind the 
long dark line of moor, and over all the distance, a 
deep purple haze has fallen. The moor is darkest 

le, here and there picked out with bright points 
of light where the sun strikes some object that 
reflects his glory. 

A deep valley on my right covered with heather 
is one blaze of glorious amethyst like a royal robe 
spread over the earth. Some tall dark pines, 
fringing a big wood, stand out in bold relief against 
the pale pink sky and the golden brown of the other 
trees, all shining with the recent rain. Bordering 
the valley of purple are bright green bushes and 
trees in all the glory of full fresh leaves, and among 
them are the golden clumps of gorse, while long 
strips of gorse run down the gentle slopes of the 
distant hills like streams of molten gold. At their 
foot is a stream which winds its way to a small pool 
shining like a pale blue mirror, reflecting the fairness 
of this still summer evening in its smooth surface. 
Near this pale blue are some May trees in full 
bloom, looking like masses of snow in the failing 
light, and beyond, stretching away to the left, is 
the bright red earth of the ploughed fields. Small 
dark masses of trees on the extreme left lead up to 
the wild desolation of the moor. 

On a little hill in the distance is a small grey 
cottage, the bright red roof looking as though on 
fire through the reflection of the setting sun. Far 
away like a small blot of ink on this fair country- 
side, I can see the big black forest, by which I sat 
and worshipped last Sunday. What perfect еасе 
reigns over all! Can there be such a thing as svar, 
War with all its horrors, miseries and death, going 
on not very many miles away? War, a creation 
of man that would turn this fair scene into a living 
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horror of human agony and desolation, yet—as I 
gaze at this wonderful picture, I think, it is for 
this they fight, for this fair country that all the 
flower of English manhood is gladly suffering 
agonies and death in a foreign land. What a 
terrible price to pay, but—to see the beauty of this 
countryside as I see it now gives me but one 
thought, It is worth it,“ for what a jewel set 
in the silver sea is England. As Kipling aptly 
puts it, Who dies if England lives?“ Yes, I, 
even now, would gladly go out to die if I could bring 
lasting peace to this fair land. 

Great grey billowy clouds roll slowly by in the 
north-eastern sky with thin long streaks of cloud 
rising from them, and as I watch the sun’s light 
fall upon them they look like the rolling cloud 
of dust raised by mighty legions marching. The 
sun’s rays catch and turn the edges of the streaks 
of cloud into bright silver, like lances of soldiers 
rising out of the dust raised by thousands of feet, 
and in my imagination I see in this vast host, all 
those who have fallen in this great fight for freedom 
and justice, all with their faces radiant and the 
light of victory over all the works of darkness. 
No more shall they struggle and suffer, for they have 
won the crown of glory and peace for evermore. 

Suddenly, from near by, a lark rises from the 
ground and ascends rapidly into the evening sky, 
singing his glorious hymn of praise and thanks- 
giving, and the sound gets fainter and fainter as he 
leaves the earth and gets nearer to God. 

Then as I watch, fascinated with the whole 
beautiful scene, a long dark cloud like a big croco- 
dile with open jaws, comes up over the edge of the 
moor and the sun for a few minutes is swallowed up 
in his mighty jaws. Daisies at my feet slowly close 
their eyes and droop their heads in pre yer, then 
the sun having once more emerged from the dark 
clouds, throws huge beams of light far up into the 
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Heavens like the long tendrils of an octopus clutch- 
ing out and trying to hold on to tiny bits of cloud, 
as if he is loath to leave this fair earth and wants 
to prevent himself from sinking altogether behind 
the hills. The roses slowly close up and bow their 
heads with the daisies, the bleating of the lambs 
dies away and ceases, the whole earth seems to be 
hushed in prayer. The sun in a glory of flaming 
grandeur sinks into the dark line of moor, and 
twilight gently falls over all like a thin grey curtain 
laid over the whole landscape by the loving hands 
of guardian angels, to preserve its beauty for 
another day. The earth has fallen asleep! Then 
a big aeroplane comes slowly gliding through the 
still air, like a guardian angel keeping watch through 
the scented, summer night. 


CHAPTER IV 


HERE comes the crash of contrast in a letter 
from Cyril to his cousin asking her to break the 
news to the Mother that Eric had been in the push 
and come through unhurt. 

July 7, 1916. 
---- Camp. 

DEAREST COUSIN, 

I am writing you a few lines again because 
my heart is so full. 

Will you please break to my Mother very gently 
the news that Егіс was in the firing line all through, 
from the day this fearful bombardment began; 
because now, as long as he is now out of the line, 
it won’t matter telling her. Then when she has 
tried to realise what it would be like, let her read 
this. A letter came to-day from an officer at the 
front (B whom Mother would know). He says: 

в 
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“ Hell has passed and all is over. The order came 
to go over the parapet on the night of the 80th, and 
amid clouds of smoke as a screen and the deafening 
roar of artillery we climbed over the top in the 
face of certain death from German engines of war 
of all sorts. Words fail in describing the horror 
of the scene, but for you to realise the enormity of 
the thing I will tell you that 29 officers went over 
including the С.О. and about 800 men, and out 
of the 29 only 8 came back.” (Just think, 8 out of 
29, and darling Eric went over with them.) Не 

s on to say: “ The three first officers of the 

mbing party to reach the German lines were 
T „K , and Eric, and out of these three 
only one returned ... Eric!! The others both 
were killed, but Eric has gone through the whole 
thing without a scratch,” 

My whole soul goes out in a heartfelt prayer of 
gratitude. І could not help covering my face when 
I read this. The miracle seemed too wonderful ! 
Well, poor E—— whom we called the Bug is 
gone so is G——-. Amongst the wounded are 

„C , T ‚М , _—, , and 
many others. They are allin a Manchester Hospital. 
So the losses among the men must be terrific. I 
have had a Р.С. from Eric to-day saying, “І am all 
right, thank God.“ Mother seems to be worrying, 
so tell her all, then she will not worry but go down 
on her knees with thankfulness. I know she will. 

І ао hope you both come up this week as I want 
to tell you all the awful but glorious particulars of 
this battle. S , а chap who was in the Loos 
and Hohenzollern battles, said they were awful, but 
this was the most awful of all. So what Eric has 
been through! Oh, if only I had been by his side! 
І cannot write any more. I shall be with you both 
іп spirit when you sit quietly with Mums and tell 
her all. How supremely proud she will be to have 
borne such a hero, such a good man, and such a 
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perfect gentleman. He is my ideal. I do really 
worship him. 
Good-night, my heart is too full for more. 
All love to you both. God be with you. 
CYRIL. 


There is a beautiful little episode which should 
be recorded showing the spirit in which Eric went 
out to face what looked like certain death. It was 
told to Cyril later on by a sergeant who said, Your 
brother, Sir, deserves a decoration for the heart he 
put into the men before we went over the top. He 
was sitting on the fire-step, waiting for the whistles, 
and didn’t know we were watching him. He 
pulled out his little Bible and daily reading book 
and read the portions for the day. When he had 
done, before closing the book he moved the ribbon 
marker over into the portion for the following day. 
That little action put more heart into the men than 
you will ever know. Lieutenant was sure he 
а come back to read the next day’s chapter and 

e did.” 

But we get the cry of anguish from even Eric’s 
brave soul in the following passage written to his 
Mother on hearing that Cyril had received orders 
for the front. 


July 29, 1916.—I can’t understand, I can't 
really, why it is that God is trying you like He 
is. Why should you suffer so? Oh, it isn’t fair, 
for there are such heaps who have never felt the 
war yet. Do you remember the night you sat 
by me till I went to sleep, last November, wasn’t 
it? We talked about going out, and I said I 
sometimes wished that we were all three dead, then 
we should be together and in peace. What 1s 
God’s plan? Would that I could see it, although it 
is a faithless thing to say! Why are ye so fearful, 
oh уе of little faith?” Why am І fearful? not so 
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much fearful as worried. God grant I may go to 
you to comfort you. I must, yet—I can’t leave 
Till to go into the trenches alone. Oh, why can’t 
I be two people? Darling, how can I comfort you ? 
I can’t, but God can, and will, I feel sure. He will 
strengthen your faith and comfort you; I pray He 
will. 


The next extract shows that comfort came to 
them soon after Cyril reached the front. 


October 6, 1916.—This morning Captain S ; 
C , Till and I went down to the little mud-floor 
barn, the Church of England, to Holy Communion 
at 7.45 a.m. It is the first time Till and I have 
knelt together out here! The Padre took the 
service very nicely, as he always does. We were 
the only four, and outside the guns went on boom- 
ing, but they had no power to hurt us, for we 
had One with us no guns can touch. Both our 
spirits fled to you, Dear, in your loneliness! Oh, 
that God would bring us both back to you ! 


The following passage from Cyril’s diary two days 
later is an exquisite revelation of Our Lord’s tender 
sympathy with a fearful young soul. 


Sunday evening, October 8, 1916. — October, 
cold, dull October. It is getting dusk and every- 
thing looks in the faded state, like some glorious 
picture which through age and dirt and want of 
proper care has lost its colours, though the shapes 
and figures remain. What a different scene I am 
going to try and describe now, beautiful in quite 
a different way. It is not nature worship now, but 

n pictures of scenes in France, which I long to 
be better able to describe. As I have said, it is 
an October evening; the wind, in fitful gusts, is 
rustling the dripping leaves on the trees and now 
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and then sending them in showers to the sodden 
earth. Rain has fallen most of the day, yet it is 
now fine. Dusk is beginning to fall when I go out 
from the village where I am billeted, to get fresh 
air, fresh thoughts, and in fact fresh life; and, 
thank God, I found all. It is on such an evening 
that great things happen, and, on this evening, great 
things happened which I shall never forget. 
Climbing a small hill out of the village I sit down 
at the top to think and rest, for I am very tired, 
when suddenly I hear the shrill whistling sound of a 
Shell. I sit rooted to the spot. In a second there 
is a crash and then a sound of falling bricks and 
tiles and I know that one more harmless cottage 
is no more. The Germans are shelling the village 
again. Once more the whistling sound, once more 
the crash and another shell has spread death and 
destruction all round. Then as I sit I begin to 
feel fear, real fear, entering into my heart. The 
more I struggle with it the more I feel it taking 
hold of me, and always faster and faster, and 
more and more, come these terrible shells whistling 
and crashing all round. It is nearly dark now and 
as each explodes it 15 accompanied by a blinding 

. The rain has begun to fall again, and the 
wind which before blew only in gusts, is now howling 
and crying through the wet and shining branches 
of the trees like a child’s cry of fear. Amid all this 
I sit immovable. I felt I couldn’t move. Before 
me half covered in swaying grass and nettles is 
a plough, an emblem of the peaceful countryside, 
left just where it was when war and bloodshed and 
horror overtook this beautiful country. 

Suddenly, as though compelled by some unseen 
force, I raise my eyes, for I feel someone is watching 
me, yet I at first see no one, only a circle of trees 
swaying and creaking in the gale, on a grass mound. 
But, the tree in the centre has a very much bigger 
trunk than the others. Why is this, I wonder? I 
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raise my eyes still further, and now I understand, 
for instead of a tree with leaves and branches like 
the others, I see a huge cross, its great arms sil- 
houetted against the black and lowering evening 
sky. And on the cross is the figure of Christ, the 
head fallen slightly forward and the eyes looking 
straight at me!! I tremble from head to foot— 
the shells falling in the village, the rain, the storm, 
all were forgotten, for I feel that Christ is really 
there. It is too dark to see the features clearly, 
but the beautiful face wears an expression of pain 
and pity, and as the shadows fall the figure of wood 
seems to change into the real Christ, while all the 
scene changes also and I feel that I am a witness of 
the greatest tragedy of the world. The storm and 
darkness become the darkness of the Crucifixion, 
the roaring of the wind in the trees and the shriek 
of the shells are as the cry of many people in distress, 
when suddenly with a mighty crash a shell falls 
closer to me than before, and in my imagination I 
hear the temple veil rent from end to end and I 
think I hear the figure on the cross say, “ It 1s 
finished.” 

Now the rain ceases and the sky clears, tiny 
bits of clouds scurrying on as if to catch up the 
large dark mass sinking away in the south. Except 
for a stray shell now and then far away to my left, 
the bombardment has ceased and the cross becomes 
just a black outline against the star-covered sky. 

And in that silence after the storm God speaks 
to me. Why are you afraid? Why does your 
heart become troubled? Why is your faith so 
weak?” And all І can reply is, “ Oh, God, зер 
me, strengthen me, and give me more faith, throug 
Jesus Christ.” “I will help you, I will deliver 
you, only believe and fear not.” Oh how comforted 
and refreshed I felt as I gazed upon the shadow of 
the cross! I thought of Christ’s agony in the 
Garden before He was crucified. He felt afraid and 
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He experienced what fear was, yet He left all 
in His Father’s Hands, and after the one great 
struggle in the Garden went out calmly to His 
death, never doubting and never fearing. 

When I sat down first to think, I felt I was suffer- 
ing more than I could stand, I felt I was more 
miserable than others, in fact I felt my cross was too 
heavy for me and that I should fall beneath its 
weight. Yet now, on this dark October evening I 
have found comfort for my wretched frightened 
heart. As Imove towards the broken and shattered 
village, looking back I see the dim outline of the 
Calvary like a great shadow against the sky, for 
though the village all round has been practically 
wiped out yet the Cross stands there untouched, a 
last vision of God’s eternal love for a people of so 
little faith. 


CHAPTER V 


“Т HAVE been reading John Oxenham’s little 
book The King’s Highway. Isn’t it beautiful? I 
am going to write to Beatrice Chase, with her little 
white chapel on the Moor, and join her White 
Knights. I should really be lifted miles and miles 
above all this mud and wretchedness if I thought 
someone was praying for me in my Heaven on 
Earth—Dartmoor! To know that my name was 
being whispered amongst those glorious tors where 
life is so free and beautiful makes a huge thrill 
go through те.” | 


This is where Cyril’s life-line crossed mine. With 
him came Eric, who said, I feel perfectly strong 
now against every temptation, for now I am a 
White Knight nothing can harm my soul. I feel 


— 
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as if I had covered my poor tempted body with 
the beautiful silver chain-armour of the lady’s 
prayers for me. Not even the very sharpest 
arrows of the tempter can ever penetrate that 
armour and now I have no fear for the future.“ 

It is impossible adequately to describe how deeply 
I grew to love these white boys. It was Cyril who 
wrote to me always as spokesman for himself and 
his brother. What one thought the other thought. 
My replies to one were replies to both. They, were 
truly one soul in two bodies. 

What most appealed to me in addition to their 
flaming whiteness, was their indomitable faith. 
They were so sure that they would one day, all 
three of them, the Mother and her two sons, kneel 
with me in my little chapel giving thanks for their 
safe return. Letter after letter told of almost 
miraculous escapes from death. Every letter 
breathed an almost unbearable craving for the 
breadth and height and peace of Dartmoor. Even 
in the midst of the inferno of war no tiny beauty 
of nature escaped them. In one letter Cyril 
wrote: We have had a night of shelling which 
can only be described as Hell let loose. Yet at 
dawn a brave lark rose from No Man’s Land as 
if nothing had been happening through the night. 
It not only rose as usual singing the lark’s song of 
victory, but it rose actually from the very centre 
of the fire where its nest must have been. It had 
been kept safe through those hideous hours and rose 
victorious from the very heart of death.” 

On another occasion Cyril was out with his men 
in the darkness inspecting the lines of wire. Sud- 
denly fire opened on them, and when this happens 
they have to throw themselves flat and lie helpless 
till the volley is over. During this awful experi- 
ence, Cyril noticed a tiny wild flower growing against 
one of the wire supports. Не cautiously wiggled 
one hand along the ground, secured the flower, 
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conveyed it to a pocket, and, iater, sent it home to 
his Mother without telling her how and where it 
was picked. 

Here is the next extract from Cyril’s diary 
telling of another wonderful and awful experience. 

October 26, 1916.— 

“ And Jacob called the place Peniel: for I have 
seen God face to face and my life is preserved.“ — 
Gen. xxxii. 80. 

Gloom turned slowly into dusk, ultimately to 
become black night once more. Day succeeded 
day, each, if possible, more gloomy and greyer 
and darker than the last, and this afternoon, 
although only 8.80, the dismal sky was beginning 
to assume the thicker clothing of night. The skies 
for ever seemed to look down with sorrow upon the 
anguish of earth—sorrow too great, too over- 
whelming for tears, yet with a grey listless stare, 
the low grey clouds like huge hanging eyelids 
trying to cover weary and swollen eyes with the 
oceans of tears that would not flow. So this 
afternoon was drawing to a close. For six days 
and nights we had never taken a rag off, not even 
equipment or revolver or been allowed for a 
minute to relieve ourselves of its cruel weight. 
All round a sea of grey-brown mud; at every step 
you took, it was over your ankles, often over the 
tops of field-boots and to the knees, and this was 
but the beginning of the winter. I went out of a 
tiny mud hovel, which was called a dug-out, and 
dragged wearily to the front-line trench to go on 
duty, my feet aching and sore from continually 
standing and walking about and having heavy 
trench boots on, for six days and nights without 
a rest. The noise all round was deafening! All 
day long we had been shelling the enemy terribly 
and were crashing sixty-pound trench mortars on 
his wire just as I reached them, for that night 
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another battalion was going to raid the enemy 
trench and we were to stay here to receive the 
full force of his artillery retaliation. 

Suddenly, as I walked slowly up the trench, 
hearing the incessant rush and scream of shells and 
mortars that had all but reached their objective, 
flying from the roaring mouths of our guns, I 
heard another sound which caused me to stand 
still and listen! Yes, there was a swish, swish of 
some larger, irregular, slow-moving object, moving 
through the air. The sound came nearer and the 
object travelled faster and faster as it neared the 
earth. A sudden thrill of horror rushed like a 
lump of ice down my spine, and І fell flat on my 
face; oceans of mud and filth everywhere, but 
what matter anything, anything to get away from 
that awful thing that seemed to be rushing down 
upon me. Then with a sickening thud it struck 
the earth somewhere over and beyond me. I lay 
still and there was a second of suspense, then a 
blinding flash, a splittering, rending crash like tons 
of rock being torn and ground up in giant hands of 
steel, and as the black smoke rolled away I knew 
that it was leaving a hole, where only a moment 
before had been thirty or forty yards of British 
trench of bays and traverses. The Germans had 
begun to reply with trench mortars and one of 
their terrible Minnenwerfers had fallen near me. 
I got up covered with mud, and as I proceeded 
І heard again the swishing sound of another awful 
thing which, with a mighty flash and roar, burst 
away to my right. I went on with these nerve- 
racking horrors falling around—and I seemed to 
see death stalking through the trenches to-night 
more clearly than I ever had done before. I went 
on to the section of the trench where they seemed 
to be falling and found that most of them were 
dropping over in the support line and there were 
no men there, so I began to walk back along the 
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front-line trench. Dusk was falling rapidly and 
as I stumbled along I heard someone coming the 
other way to meet me, for one can hear people 
struggling through the mud many bays away. 
I thought it was one of the men or the sergeant 
on duty so did not look up as he came into the bay 
I was in. Directly he saw me he stopped, so I 
looked quickly at him. It was Eric. Oh, how 
glad I was to see him! We took each other’s 
hands and hardly said a word at first, then I said— 

But why have you come all this way from your 
lines? It is quieter in your part, why do you 
come here? 

J came to see if you were all right,“ he said. 
„Oh, you do look tired and done up.” 

„Well, I don’t feel very fresh,“ I said. 

He stood there holding my hand with a com- 

sed, even happy expression on his white face, 

ut his hands were very cold. 

Isn't this shelling awful?” he said. | 

„Ves, I think we are going to have a terrible 
night of it.” 

We have kissed in some strange places,“ he 
said, “ but in future years we shall be able to say 
we kissed each other in the front-line trench of 
the greatest war that there has ever been,” and 
there and then in that muddy trench so near an 
awful enemy, with death rending and crashing all 
round, he put his arms round me and I round him 
and we kissed, a long lingering kiss of infinite love, 
love that death itself can never kill, immortal, 
burning, beautiful love that will continue for ever. 
And then as we hung on to each other, he said to 


е-- 

„Oh, ТШ, I do love you во! I think our love 
is far more than ordinary love. I believe God 
has put one great soul into two bodies and not 


1 This was Eric’s pet name for his brother, originating in 
their baby days when Cyril was difficult of pronunciation. 
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two separate souls for we both love each other 
so 99 


Then amid the roar and crash I heard that awful 
swishing sound again. My hand that held Eric’s 
shook and he noticed. it, and as this awful thing 
came tearing down upon us, he said— 

It's all right, Till. We are quite safe, for if 
it is God’s will that we live, nothing can hurt us,” 
and then with a smile, his face shining with the 
burning glow of supreme faith, he put his arm 
round me and his very touch gave me strength, 
and I loathed myself for my weakness when he 
was so strong, and for my fear when he was so 
brave. Then we had to part, for he had his duty 
to perform and so had I. For a moment I felt 
his hand in mine tremble and I knew—yes, we 
both knew—what the other was thinking, the 
same thought that comes upon us whenever we 
part, only made far more real to-night. ‘ This 
may be the last meeting. Who knows what is 
to come?” and so for a second, as the thought 
flashed across his mind, I saw a look of agony 
in his eyes, but it quickly passed, his great faith 
overcame it, and again, amidst all the shrieking, 
howling shells, we kissed and with a mighty tearing 
of heart from heart, soul from soul, our hands fell 
apart and he turned to go. 

“ Good-night, Till,“ he said, I shall be thinking 
of you. Let me have a note along as soon as it’s 
over, to let me know you are all right. God bless 

ou and keep you safe, my darling brother,“ and 

е was gone. I heard his slow plodding step in the 
next bay, then all was swallowed up in the great 
inferno around me. 

I walked slowly back along the trench, and the 
shells were now bursting more often on our lines. 
Suddenly, as I rounded a traverse I saw a long 
dark object lying on the ffre-step, and а man 
standing by said, A corporal in the R.E. has 
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just been killed instantly by a piece of whiz-bang 
which fell in the trench just as you had passed. 
He was following you up the trench and it fell 
in the same bay as him.” I felt my flesh creep. 
It seemed to be contracting and then expanding 
all over my body, and I glared at the awful tattered 
thing that had so lately been a man. 

“ Get some sandbags and cover it up,” I said and 
passed on down the trench. 

It was ten minutes to the time of the attack, 
and our artillery was putting every ounce of shot 
and shell into it; the awful noise of our guns 
drowned everything else; the night was as light as 
day with the flames from the mouths of the guns. 

The unceasing rending crash of bursting shells on 
the enemy line went on till, suddenly, as if one 
mighty hand had stopped every gun for miles 
around, every gun and mortar stopped firing at 
the same second and for a minute there was a 
breathless silence. I held my breath. I could hear 
а man up the trench whistling a popular rag-time 
tune as calmly as if he was in his own garden, and 
then with one mighty crash like the splintering of 
the old and worn-out earth, every gun opened 
at the same second and the roar became even 
more intense, for the barrage had opened, so the 
other battalion was also attacking simultaneously. 
I walked up the trench as in a nightmare, my head 
splitting, unable to think. I felt I should go mad. 
Then the enemy fire began to mingle with ours, 
when the noise became too great to hear the 
approach of shells. А blinding flash and an ear- 
splitting roar was all that I knew when a shell 
burst near me. I tried to walk calmly but my legs 
shook—I felt cold sweat pouring down the back 
of my thighs, and an awful fear and horror took 
hold of me. 

“ Oh, God, how weak I am ! ” I prayed. “ God, 
keep us safe this night. Oh, God, keep my darling 
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1 safe and give me strength and a greater 
faith.“ 

Then amid all the awful inferno I seemed to 
hear a voice, and the voice sounded like Eric's 
and yet was more beautiful, and it said, It's all 
right, Till. We are quite safe, for if it is God's 
will that we live, nothing can hurt us.“ 

Then I began to walk calmly up the trench, and 
as I rounded a traverse, a light blinded me in the 
bay in front, and just for a second as the light 
flashed, I seemed to see the beautiful figure of 
Christ walking in the trenches too, with a face 
calm and full of love and tenderness, yet with 
lines of agony upon it for the sufferings of His 
people, and as I looked in wonder, there was a 
crash behind me and a mighty hand seemed to 
strike me down and the very earth felt to be 
rocking under my feet. Then someone took my 
arm and lifted me up, and I heard the voice of 
my platoon sergeant say, “ It’s all right, Sir, you 
aren't hurt, only а bit shaken. The concussion of 
that shell exploding knocked you down.” I felt 
weak, breathless, but I got up and thanked him 
and struggled on, my mind all the time thinking 
of that wonderful vision I saw in the flash of 
light ahead of me. The shells burst and crashed 
all round me, but the night had no more fear for 
me and so I went on doing my duty with Eric’s 
words ringing in my head. 

Before I could send a note to him next morning, 
Eric was round to see me—we met, and his face 
was shining with Joy. We took each other’s hands 
but did not speak at first, then he said, “ Thank 
God, you are all right.” 

I answered, “ Eric, darling, I saw Christ in the 
trench last night, I am sure,” and I told hm my 
experience. | 

Again that beautiful light came into his eyes, and 
his face shone with joy as I told him. 
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J am so glad you saw Christ,” he answered, 
“ for I knew He was here with us. He always 
is, and while it was at its worst I prayed hard 
for you, Till, and asked Christ to come to you and 
help you, and you see how wonderfully my prayer 
was answered. We passed through Hell last night, 
and many there are who will never see morning 
light, but we have seen God face to face and our 
lives have been preserved ! ” 


CHAPTER VI 


(THis stirring account of а Great Review in 
France was written while Cyril was sitting on the 
fire-step of his trench immediately after returning 
from the Review.) 


Friday, December 1, 1916.—Dawn—and cold 
grey mist hangs like a pall over the bare and 
shivering landscape. Every blade of grass, every 
tree twig, is covered with white. During the long 
dark night the Frost-god had been at work with 
his pencil and outlined the whole of the country- 
side in white. Frozen dewdrops glisten and 
sparkle from the long cobwebs that hang like 
tangled wires from many twigs, and there is 
absolute stillness over all—the stillness of a dry, 
freezing winter morning. Slowly, as the shadows 
disappear the mists become thinner, and then as 
though the guardian angels were lifting the pro- 
tecting gauze off Mother Earth, the mists finally 
roll away and а red hazy sun tries to shine. It is 
still freezing hard, and the ground is crisp and 
cracks as one treads upon it, like walking on 
tough hard pastry. 

Such is the background to a picture which in 
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itself is a very wonderful piece of work, too wonder- 
ful to be adequately described. Slowly, as the 
morning takes over every darkest corner from 
night, human beings appear upon the scene, just 
two or three at first with flags and stakes which 
they place at certain intervals upon a huge open 
plateau raised many feet above the rest of the 
frozen countryside. Then gradually as time creeps 
on, bodies of men are seen to be moving like 
long winding snakes in the direction of this plain. 
First they come in twenties and thirties, then in 
hundreds and thousands, and slowly and: silently 
wheel and curve into their appointed places on 
the huge field, for the Division is about to be 
reviewed by the General. 

At last every man is in his place and, as far as 
eye can reach, line upon line of Khaki is to be seen 
standing motionless, Khaki blending so closely 
with the surrounding landscape that although ten 
thousand men are there, not many hundred yards 
away it would be difficult to detect one. From 
above, all that is visible is a sea of helmets all in 
perfect lines. Horsemen are riding rapidly to and 
fro getting the parade formed up, and bright 
patches of red to be seen here and there, betray 
the presence of many of the Staff. Suddenly 
there is a general movement and a word of com- 
mand from the Divisional Commander echoed by 
the Brigadier and, like a flash and quiver of light- 
ning and the sound of a tremendous scythe mowing 
down a thousand acres at one sweep, the Division 
has fixed bayonets. Then, in a minute, not a 
movement, every one as steady as a rock, when 
suddenly drums roll and the band crashes out into 
the “ General Salute ”; a sharp word of command 
and the whole Division is at the present.“ Ав 
every rifle-sling rattles to the present,” all the 
officers come up to the salute and an officer on 
horseback rides slowly into view, resplendent in 
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red and gold facings, followed by a large staff 
of horsemen, many officers in red and gold and 
attendants with lances glittering, pennons fluttering, 
and so the Review begins. 

Everyone then returns to the “slope arms,” 
officers rigidly to attention, апа while the band 
plays the General rides slowly round every battalion 
Inspecting every rank. Then, having finished 
his inspection, the General takes up his position 
between two little white flags, with all his staff 
behind him, and the march past begins. The 
whole lot march past, in companies in line, look- 
ing like long Khaki waves ever flowing onwards, 
one behind the other far into the distance to form 
a sea of steel, glittering in the winter sunlight. 
As each line reaches the saluting base, at a word 
from the commander, every head and eye is 
turned to the right as one man, and every officer 
comes to the salute. So line upon line flows 
onwards and finally breaking into a double, forms 
up again on the other side of the field and rests 
while still more flow past the base. 

As one watches the ceaseless flow of manhood, 
full of life and strength and health, amid the 
crash of the massed bands and roll of drums, the 
fluttering of flags and pennons, the flash of steel, 
and the look of set determination in every face, 
it makes one think. 

On this field are great hosts of British manhood 
who, only a few months ago were hurrying on 
train, tram, or bus in a morning, sitting or standing 
all day in a stuffy shop or office, and slouching 
home again at night, bent on an evening’s enjoy- 
ment or a week-end at some popular place of amuse- 
ment. Неге in a very few short months are these 
civilians—in full Review order, marching as one, 
with a look of grim determination on every face, 
all with head erect, shoulders squared, and looking 
every inch of them, soldiers. These civilians, men 
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who were never born to fight, these men have 
stood the burden and heat of the day for many 
weary months already. They have seen sights 
enough to cause the hardest heart to weep, have 
had pals blown to pieces at their very elbows, 
yet through it all they can hold their heads erect 
and smile, and behind that smile is the look of 
men who are confident of the ultimate issue. 
Whatever they were before, they are men now, and 
as men and soldiers they march past the General 
in the last Great Review before they return to 
the trenches, where they will go on holding all 
Germany’s best and bravest at bay. Yes, these 
clerks and shopmen are beating Germany—smash- 
ing the German Empire, and still people say 
miracles don’t happen nowadays. And so to a 
lively tune and with laughter in their eyes and 
songs on their lips these ten thousand English 
MEN march away, ready to face death once more 
on the battlefields of France. 


TWO EVES 
(From Cyril’s Diary.) 


December 24, 1916.—Drip, drip, drip; the spots 
of moisture fall from the glistening branches 
of the trees to the soft earth, one by one the stars 
begin to peep and then disappear alternately 
behind bits of cloud that move slowly and silently 
across the sky, all moving as though something 
were going to happen and they were trying to 
creep away unseen like evil spirits repenting for 
their misdeeds and trying to hide their shame in 
flight. 

So as dusk fell I started out on a stroll alone and 
apart from the world in general, to think, as I 
have so often done before. After toiling through 
mud, inches thick on the road, I struck out across 
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country over stubble fields and after walking for 
some time came to a crest of a hill. Here I found 
an old plough partly buried in the tangle of grass 
and stubble and on this I sat down. Behind me, 
in the west a very pale afterglow was fast fading 
into night. In a deep valley on my right was a 
thick cluster of trees amongst which the slender 
spire of a church could be seen, its sharp point 
piercing the black starry sky; on my left miles and 
miles of open country lay flat and bare like a great 
desert; before me, for I was facing east, there was 
nothing to be seen but the black night. I sat 
down and there came thoughts tumbling over each 
other in my mind, one after another crowding 
each other out as there was so much to think 
about. | 

Christmas Eve !—Nineteen hundred and sixteen 
years ago the world was upon the brink of the 
most wonderful miracle that has ever happened 
or ever will happen. For within a few hours from 
now God was made man and came to earth as a 
little child to save us men and bring PEACE on 
earth! Yes, peace on earth. God’s peace— 
** which passeth all understanding,” and to-night 
there is again the hush and stillness of the first 
Christmas Eve; no sound breaks the stillness; the 
whole of nature is waiting for her Saviour who is to 
be Christ the Lord; even now I can see the small 
cavalcade wending its way towards the village— 
the Virgin Mary upon the mule and her husband 
Joseph by her side, among other weary travellers 
pressing eagerly on towards the village in the 
hollow, hoping for food and rest, for they have come 
many weary miles. Yes, and even as I watch I 
see the great star rise up and up in the east with a 
huge shining light; it hangs in the sky, due east, 
shining and brightly illuminating the country all 
round. Suddenly it begins to fall!! It falls 
more and more rapidly till, with a last long flash, it 
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drops to earth and is gone!! I sprang up in 
horror, for my imagination and thoughts had 
carried me away. The world in its true present- 
day light rushed back upon me, the glorious peace 
of Christmas Eve was torn up and gone and sud- 
denly, upon this anniversary of the birth of Christ, 
all the horrors of war burst upon me. Following a 
blinding flash, a great roar rent the air as the mighty 
guns burst forth once more into war—war with 
all its horrors and misery and death. Christmas 
which brings peace and happiness and goodwill is 
here, yet this awful war goes on relentlessly and 
continually, never stopping, but on and on—death- 
dealing, vile, terrible war. Again a flash, then 
another and another, and the incessant roar and 
crash went on. I sat petrified, feeling absolutely 
dead within, for the question would keep rising 
іп my mind, “ What did the first Christmas bring 
us? Why, peace and everlasting life, yet here 
nineteen hundred years after, here are we, who 
call ourselves Christians, bringing war and death 
and misery. The thought shocked me and I said 
aloud in the agony of my thoughts, “ Oh, why does 
God allow it?” Yet even as I said it a voice 
seemed to speak to me and, amid the roar and 
thunder of the guns, I heard the voice say, “ You 
forget God when you have peace. You turn 
from Him, you buy earthly happiness at the 
price of your very souls and God is angry with 
you, His people, so you must suffer, for only in 
suffering will you turn to Him again. But if you 
will turn to Him, He is always merciful. He will 
hear you and will deliver you—if you forget God 
He will forget you.” Then as I sat and listened 
to the roaring of the guns the voice seemed again 
to call to me, this time with a sound of joy and 
triumph, saying, “ Just a little longer must you 
suffer, then God will reach forth His hand and all 
, will be over and you who have suffered and 
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returned once more to your God will enjoy peace 
which passeth all understanding: be strong and 
of good courage, all will soon be over, your faith 
has been sorely tried yet you have not failed, 
oe to the end and your happiness will be 
f 229 : 

А great joy sprang up within me, for verily 
а message of peace and goodwill had come to me 
this Christmas Eve. And even as І sat I heard, far 
off in the village, the uncertain notes of a band 
and the music formed itself into a hymn. Yes, 
amid the crash and roar of the guns, a hymn rose 
upon the night air—‘‘ While Shepherds watch’d 
their flocks by night,” was the hymn. Slowly and 
faintly it rose and fell, and even as it died away 
another bright star shone in the east, shining and 
illuminating everything, hanging still and high in 
the eastern sky, and so with one last look at the 
star of promise, the star of peace, the star telling 
the world of God’s great sacrifice, I arose and 
walked slowly back to the village, and that night 
І prayed God more earnestly still, if possible, that 
my next Christmas Eve would be in real peace of 
home and not upon the battlefields of France. 


Midnight, December 81, 1916.— 


“Фо you hear the bells soft chiming 
From the blessed yules of yore? 
Sweeter far than poets’ rhyming 
Is their message, but their chiming 
Is re-echoed now no more. 
For the belfries are all shattered 
And the bells lie dumb in rust, 
And the souls that loved them scattered, 
And their homes and hearths are battered 
Into unresponsive dust. 
Still the broken bells of Flanders 
Chime their hope down misty years; 
When the dust claims these commanders, 
Christ is born shall ring through Flanders 
When the Prince of Peace appears.” 
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Tong !—the old clock in the battered church 
tower strikes the half-hour. It is half-past eleven: 
just half an hour more and the new year is born. 
The night is very dark, the sky full of thick clouds, 
which trail across the landscape like long strands 
of crépe and gauze; a slight fine rain is falling, yet 
here I am sitting silently watching the old year 
die. The last day of the old year has been dull 
and cheerless and the night closed over the sodden 
earth even earlier than usual. Now, having 
walked a little way from my billet I have found a 
tiny path through a field, and in wandering along 
here to see where it leads to I came across a huge 
beam lying half buried in earth and rubbish, and 
beside the beam a huge broken bell ! 

Here is the spot to see the birth of new hopes 
and to witness the dying agonies of a year of 
horrors, so I sit down on the beam and here the 
church clock strikes half-past eleven. All round, 
dark and still, lie the ruins of what has once been 
a beautiful French уШаре--“ homes and hearths 
battered into unresponsive dust.” The church not 
far away on my right is but a skeleton of its former 
self. True, the roof is there and the tower, yet 
great holes are hewn in the walls, the glass is gone 
from the window frames, and although the roof 
looks to be fairly good, it is one mass of holes, 
while beams and rafters hang down at all angles, 
and the floor of the church is covered with slates 
and tiles and rubbish of all kinds. A big shell has 
struck the belfry long ago and the bells lie smashed 
and covered with rust, most of them half submerged 
in the water and filth that covers the floor of the 
church. I am sitting on the great beam that once 
held the bells, and one bell lies broken at my side. 
_ As this torn and battered House of God stands 
now, a skeleton of its former self, it looks to me 
as I sit here and see its great frame silhouetted 
against the night sky, like the bones of a murdered 
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man that stand іп mute appeal for vengeance upon 
his murderer. And as I sit I think I hear the 
great bell at my side say: “ Тһе year is dying 
and one more page is full; this time last year I 
was just the same as I am to-day—fallen and 
broken—yet how many years before have we 
welcomed with merry chimes the birth of a new 
year—until death and destruction overtook us. 
The Hun has no God but the God of war; he tore 
down and defiled our sacred House and, one day, 
he laid us broken and silent for ever upon the 
ground. No more shall we welcome a new year. 
Never again shall we ring and chime calling every- 
one to God’s House to pray—yet the bells that 
will peal out the glad message of peace once more 
on earth may be already cast. A year will be 
born, a year bringing with it peace, glorious peace 
once more. God’s word will prevail, God’s House 
will once more become the House of prayer and 
thanksgiving, and though we lie broken and silent 
here, yet the bells are already formed that will 
take our place and the earth will be cleaner, 
sweeter, fresher, and more heavenly than it ever 
was before. The white raiment of humanity was 
dragged in the dirt, torn and defiled—and now it 
is washed in the blood of human sacrifice and 
tears of sorrow and repentance and it will come 
out spotless at last, snow-white and clean once 
more, yet the cost is great.” 

With a continuous roar the never-ending battle 
goes on, and the guns never cease, yet the village 
itself is very quiet. Only a few minutes now and 
the new year will be born. I seem to hear the 
laborious gasping of the old year in his death agony 
and joy fills my heart. Не is dying, thank God, 
so all the horrors and memories must die with 
him. Turn over the page, seal it up, for deeds of 
vile infamy and glorious heroism are printed upon 
that page into one great word, War. A whole 
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Fear of war and he is dying fast. Thank God! 
Hark! I seem to hear a long, long sigh. Then 
as the last sad moment of the old year slowly 
passes, I hear the tramp of feet and a few figures 
in Khaki, covered in mud, weary and footsore 
drag slowly past, and I think— 


“Тһе world is theirs, for they saved it; 
They bought it with blood and with pain. 
The old world is shamed and dying, 
But their light’s in the East again.” 


I seem to hear another long quivering sigh and 
lo! a sound breaks the stillness of the village— 
Tong—Tong—Tong!! The church clock is strik- 
ing twelve. Thank God, the new year is born. 
Then far away across the fields I hear faintly the 
sound of bells. Very faint they sound and rather 
uncertain as if they were not quite sure whether 
they ought to ring. Perhaps they feel that they 
too before another year will be like these poor 
broken ones at my feet. 

I arose and took a long deep breath. At last 
the new year had come. New hopes filled me 
and I seemed to hear someone say, Yes, this is 
the year,” and so I felt. Far above me an aeroplane 
was buzzing, and all on a sudden I saw a beautiful 
string of pearls hanging from the sky encircling 
the ruined tower of the church lke a gigantic 
rosary; then slowly one by one the glorious shining 
5 began to disappear, the top one first, and 

saw in my imagination a vast, vast multitude, 
slowly and with one accord, praying great big, 
white, hot, fervent prayers, and as each prayer 
reached Heaven one bead was blotted out. God 
is answering their prayers and only a few more beads 
remain before the great cry of repentance is com- 
plete and the price of sin will have been paid. 

Then as I stood, deep in thought, a clock chimed 
midnight over on my left and nearer to the firing 
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line. No sooner had the last stroke of twelve 
broken on the stillness, than a sound of a rushing, 
rending, tearing wind was heard and immediately 
the earth was made Hell by vivid flashes and 
rending crashes of roaring shells which whistled 
and crashed into the village. This is the message 
from the enemy for the new year! I waited for 
our message and it was—absolute Silence! We 
said nothing!! Our guns made no reply, yet in 
that silence I could feel a sensation like a current 
of electricity, a tension of the muscles, a feeling 
that England stood calm and still while they 
raged their message of hate at her, her head erect, 
fists clenched, teeth set, a look of grim determina- 
tion on her beautiful face. Although at times her 
face wore a look of sadness as she thought at what 
a terrible cost she was stamping out the inhumanity 
and bestial tendencies of man; although her clothes 
were torn and the life-blood of her hero sons shone 
bright crimson on the pure white robe, yet she 
moved ever forward, her eyes shining already with 
the light of Victory. Yes, І see her now: though 
her pure white raiment may be torn and the bright 
crimson patches of the life-blood of her hero sons 
is upon it, yet she moves on to victory, crushing 
all the loathsome works of darkness beneath her 
feet, until her great sacrifice is rewarded with God’s 
gift of secure and abiding Peace ! 

My vision faded and I stood staring into the night 
from whence came the continual crash and roar 
of war, yet even in this tumult I could see the 
word Peace written across a flashing sky. 
Returning to bed my thoughts were too numerous 
to allow me to sleep much, so while it was yet 
dark I arose, and after walking quickly for half 
an hour I came to a crest of a hill. Неге, four 
roads met, and finding an old cart in a field near 
by, I sat down on this cart and looked out over 
the many miles of open country to the east— 
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it was still dark, yet as I watched, a faint light 
began to appear in the eastern sky. The new 
year, although some hours old, was just opening his 
baby eyes to see what this great world was like 
that he had inherited. Slowly the light grew till 
it became one long thin streak of gold, then from 
the one end to about half-way down this golden 
rod, broad leaves, long curving leaves of gold began 
to form themselves, opening out every minute 
broader, and shining brighter and brighter. All 
at once the whole scene gripped me. I felt like 
one waking suddenly to realisation and clearness 
of vision from a dull delirious existence, for there, 
shining and glittering in the eastern sky was a 
palm branch, just like the palm branches that are 
sold in shops for Palm Sunday. This gigantic 
palm branch lay right across the eastern sky ! 
Peace was there, the palm, the symbol of peace ! 
What a glorious message to the human soul on 
this the dawn of the new year. I stood amazed, 
looking in wonder at this flaming message in the 
sky, which God had called me out to see. A great 
load seemed to have been suddenly lifted off me. 
I felt my whole heart and soul bursting with јоу 
and gratitude, the new year had really come; 
again I said, “ Thank God!” 
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СНАРТЕН ҮП 


January 12, 1917.— 


“ Clear before us through the darkness 
Gleams and burns the guiding Light ; 
Brother clasps the hand of brother, 
Stepping fearless through the night.” 


How often and how often have I stood in 
church with my brother Eric and sung these words, 
yet never until now did I realise their full meaning. 

What infinite meaning there is in the words, 

Brother clasps the hand of brother.” Brothers 
are united and face the dangers of the darkness 
side by side, each is comforted with the other’s 
presence, each reassures the other, and together 
they face even death itself, undismayed, for they 
both bear each other a love nearly amounting to 
worship. The life of one is so interwoven with 
the life of the other that, to each, life without the 
brother whom he loves so well would be worse 
than death itself. Their very souls seem to be 
one mighty soul put into separate bodies, their 
love for each other is so intense, so pure, so strong, 
that either would gladly give his life for the other 
if need be, yet life for one without the other would 
be an existence of such horror as to be beyond 
imagination. 

Yet on this night, each was to see and know that 
the other was in infinite danger and perhaps in 
terrible agonies of death, but were powerless to 
go to each other, unable to help each other, and 
each had to step fearless through the night ”— 
alone. No brother’s hand to clasp, no brother 
near to help and comfort, and knowing that even 
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that minute, that very brother might be suffering 
mental agonies, and perhaps bodily agony too. 
The usual January day, dull, wet, dreary, and 
hardly having really been light, began to close in 
a dingy half-light even earlier than usual, and 
thick clouds covered the sky, yet no rain fell. I 
had been living all day in a flutter of excitement, 
for my brother was coming over from the village 
where he was billeted to have dinner with me. 
He came in time for tea and how glad we were to 
see each other! I held his dear cold hands and 
noticed how worn and tired he looked, but we 
talked and laughed and I cheered him up a lot. 
We read Mother’s letters together and exchanged 
views on the contents of our last parcels from home. 
We had dinner together and I think he enjoyed it. 
Then for a short time we sat over a scrap of wet 
wood which I was trying to make into a fire, but 
the cold was so awful that to sit still for more than 
ten minutes at a time was absolutely miserable. 
Feet and hands ached with cold, the very air 
hurting like a knife to breathe. So Eric said he 
would start and walk back, and I, of course, went 
part of the way with him. The night was fine 
but dark, no stars were visible, the only light 
being the vivid flashes, which from time to time 
turned the night into day, from the unceasing guns. 
We walked on and on, talking and enjoying each 
other’s company to the full, for we were alone 
together, just we two with the night, while all 
around was the bump and rumble of war. Sud- 
denly we came to the conclusion that I had got more 
than half-way to the village where my brother 
was billeted, so we stopped and with heavy hearts 
decided that I must go back and he go on. We 
stood in the centre of that lonely road, with eyes 
trying to fathom the darkness and see the face of 
the one so dear. Then one more clasp of the 
hands, one long lingering kiss, and we both turned 
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and moved away into the darkness. I heard my 
brother’s footsteps getting fainter and fainter, 
then his cheery voice calling a last good-night 
from the darkness. 

I shouted a good-night in reply, then as his 
footsteps had died away and all was silent I turned 
ff started at a sharp pace to walk back to my 
village. 

I had not gone more than a dozen yards when I 
heard a sound so ominous, so terrible, that I stood 
perfectly still waiting for the result which I knew, 
any second, would break upon the still dark night. 
The sound was like many large and ferocious 
dogs barking in the distance, the angry, snarling, 
guttural bark of large and savage beasts. The 
German guns were speaking and pouring their 
tons of destruction out over the dark, quiet 
countryside into some poor, unoffending village. 

Even as I stood, I heard the moaning cry of 
shells, not one or two, but many. One after an- 
other they came, tearing and rushing through the 
air in this race of death, and all round me the 
country seemed suddenly to have become Hell. 
The earth shook, the roar and crash of explod- 
ing shells deafened me, the flashes blinded and 
bewildered me. 

I turned in an agony of misery and fear and 
looked along the road where my brother had just 
gone. The exploding shells brightly illuminated 
his village and I saw them crashing on to it like 
rain from Hell. Oh, what agony! My brother, 
my very life, the one whom I loved and worshipped 
more than anything on earth, except my Mother, 
he, only a minute before, with a last cheery “ Good- 
night,” had disappeared into that Hell. 

“Оһ, God!” I groaned іп my agony. І started 
off madly in the direction that my brother had 
taken, but as I began to collect my thoughts I 
again turned about, to look at my own village. 
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It also was one mass of flashing, roaring shells, 
so I could see it was suffering too. Then I felt 
ashamed, I, who call myself a brother of that 
brave boy who has walked calmly to his post 
in that Hell over there; І, who dare to look upon 
myself as an equal of his, standing in that lonely 
road, and in doubt what to do. 

Oh, how I loathed myself for the thought! 
He had gone on to his men, so would I, and with 
one last look of agony I walked quickly away, 
and with my hands clenched and teeth set firmly, 
advanced towards the flashing, roaring Hell ahead 
of me. I looked neither to the right nor left, and 
although I heard the crashing things around I took 
no notice, because all my brain would keep saying 
was, Му Егіс is suffering far more than I.” 

So on I went, saw that the men were all right 
and then back to my billet. But I could not rest. 
I felt I must go out, out and away, to be alone 
with the night and God. God seemed so far away; 
I had to go out and find Him. І went out. Shells 
were falling less often so I walked quickly through 
the village and out into the open country beyond, 
then when I reached the top of a slight rise, I 
stopped and looked back. Before me in the hollow 
lay the village I had just left, now and then 
illuminated by the blinding flash of a great shell 
exploding, and away to my left I saw the vivid 
flashes and incessant roaring and crashing of the 
shells in the village where my brother had gone. 

I felt a terrible despair seize me, and my heart 
felt as if it were being twisted and then torn out 
of me with red-hot pincers. Only God knows 
how I suffered, there on that lonely silent road. 
I said to myself, Why don’t you pray?” so I 
tried to, but at first I could say nothing. At last, 
I could find words, just a few disjointed sentences. 
I said, “ Oh, God, my darling brother. Oh, God, 
my brother,“ and that was all. 
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And so I stood, I knew not how long, with eyes 
wide open, for ever watching that other village 
where my brother was. 

Presently I began to realise my agony was not 
so intense, my soul seemed to have received some 
word of comfort that I hadn’t heard. 

Suddenly I was able to pray, and at the finish 
all I could keep saying was, “ Oh, God, tell me he 
is all right, tell me he is safe and well. Oh, God, 
my anxiety 15 overwhelming me; tell me if he is 
safe, for if not I must goto him. Oh, God, comfort 

Then at last I sat down on a bank at the road- 
side feeling too weak to pray any more. I had 
put my very life into my prayers, great burning 
prayers of a soul in agony, and they left me weak 
and faint. 

So I sat and waited, yes, waited for God’s answer. 
I felt and believed He would answer me, and He 
did. A great calm came, and something within 
me seemed to say, Why do you worry about 
your brother? You know God is with him and 
һе is safe.” 

Then I heard in my heart something whisper, 
He is safe, so I arose and began to walk towards 
my own village once more. I looked at the 
flashing sky and I seemed to see the words, “ He 
is safe,” in letters of fire ever before my eyes. 
I could feel my heart beating and thumping 
against my ribs. “Не is safe, he is safe,” it 
seemed to say. 

As I walked back through the village my foot- 
steps echoed through the silent streets, and in the 
sound I heard the same words repeated over and 
over again. I went back to my billet and fell 
asleep. 

When I awoke next day I felt all the old ago: ry 
coming back, the old horror of uncertainty gripped 
me and I felt I could not possibly face the ordinary 


48 THE SOUL OF. TWO KNIGHTS 


daily duties as though nothing had happened, but 
with an effort I choked down my anxiety and 
faced the day’s work as usual. Every messenger 
on a cycle, every runner from my brother's 
battalion, caused me nearly to faint. I lived ina 
horror of thinking each one was coming for me, 
yet по one came, and І heard по word of Eric. 

I had arranged to go over there and have dinner 
with him in the evening, and oh, how I longed for 
the evening to come! I could hardly sit through 
tea, and as soon as it was over I started off for the 
village where he was. 

It was already dark, the inky blackness of a 
winter’s evening. I struggled and groped along 
the fatal road as quickly as possible, past the 
spot where we had parted, and on, and on. I 
felt a thrill of excitement pass over me as I neared 
the village. Soon I shall know how he is, thought I. 

Then as I fought on, a figure passed me, nearly 
bumping into me in the darkness, but having a 
cigarette in my mouth to prevent myself being 
run over, I made the end glow to show this fellow 
where I was. Then I heard a well-known voice 
murmur, “ Thank God!” and in a second we were 
in each other’s arms. 

Eric also had suffered, and he, like me, had 
lived through the whole twenty-four hours in an 
agony of suspense. As we started off arm in arm 
towards the village he told me of his sufferings. 

“Т had no sooner left you and heard you call 
back ‘Good-night’ than the night became а 
glaring horror. I stood still, not knowing what 
to do; first I started to run back towards you, 
then turned and ran towards the village, and in 
my agony I lost my nerve. Through all the trials 
ani horrors while I have been out I have kept 
my nerve, yet last night in the first agony of the 
moment I turned and saw the glare and flash of 
Shells all down the road you had gone, and my 
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nerve failed me and I cried out in my agony, 
‘Oh, God! Oh, God!’ but He seemed to have 

ne a long way off and to have left me alone. 

have never felt alone before, but just then He 
seemed to have left me alone, and in my agony 
I began to cry! Yes, I cried like a baby and 
gave myself up to despair, when suddenly something 
seemed to say to me, “Аға time like this where 
should you be?’ and the answer came, With my 
men !” 

“І turned and looked towards the village I 
had just left where you had gone and all was chaos 
and one mass of roaring, flashing, screaming shells, 
and for a second I stood and cried with my whole 
soul, Oh, God, go to him. I know why you are 
far from me, oh, God, for you have gone to him. 
Be with him, for I cannot, and if Thou art with 
him nothing can harm him,’ and as I turned 
something seemed to say to me, І am with him, 
fear not.’ | 

„So, without once stopping or looking back, 
I went straight on into the stricken village and to 
my men. Shells fell all round me, but I took 
no notice and I returned eventually to my billet. 
I went to bed, but the horror of it all returned to 
me, and my thoughts nearly drove me mad. I 
only slept a little, and all to-day, although I have 
Showed no sign, my very soul has been on the 
rack. And now, now we have met, and our hands 
have clasped once more and we see each other 
unhurt and safe, my whole heart and soul goes 
out in gratitude to God.” 


A week ago I shared a room in the village I 
am now billeted in with another officer. He was 
a very nice fellow, well-built, clean, and healthy, 
every inch an Englishman, and a man. He told 
me a good bit about himself and of his Mother and 
about his girl, and how they were always sending 
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him things and asking when he was coming on 
leave. He was full of keenness, and being only 
about twenty-two years of age life held many good 
things in store for him, and he talked of what he 
would do after the war and how his Mother worried 
about him, for he was an only son. 

Four days ago he left me, as he had got another 
job offered him at another village, so һе went to 
it and I did not see him again. 

The following afternoon, after the evening with 
Eric, when we found each other safe and well, 


a military funeral passed along the street where I 


was billeted. I asked whose it was. 

Oh,“ said someone, it is an officer who was 
killed in the bombardment the other night. He 
had been down to this village to visit some friends 
and was on his way back, and his orderly was with 
him. The shelling began, but, anxious about his 
men, he kept straight on and in doing so walked 
to his death!” 

Who is it?” I asked. 

His name is Н * they said. 

He who only a few days ago had been billeted 
with me, full of life and hope and love, they were 
laying his remains in the earth. And even as 
the grave closed over him his Mother at home was 
waiting and watching for the boy who will never 
return. Не, like my brother, was on the road; 
he, like my brother, went on to see if his men were 
safe. Duty called both and both obeyed; yet— 
(and with the thought, God seemed so mighty, I 
began to be afraid)—yet, God saw fit to take one, 
a mother’s only son, and spare the other. 

A whole life of gratitude is not enough, and as 
I returned to my billet these words came to me 
as the whisper of Angels: A thousand shall fall 
at thy side and ten thousand at thy right hand, 
but it shall not come nigh thee ! ” 
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CHAPTER VIII 


THE following passage from Cyril’s diary records 
his last meeting with Eric, though they did not, 
of course, then know that it was to be the last. 
Cyril had broken down, having been also slightly 
gassed, and was being sent to a warm climate. 


January 80, 1917.—A bitterly cold day, still 
freezing hard, and snow is as hard as bricks on the 
ground. I am in a tiny bed at the 48rd Casualty 
Clearing station, which is a collection of huts five 
miles from the line, built as a sort of temporary 
hospital where patients are dressed and sorted 
and put in the trains to go to the base hospitals. 
I have been here some days as there is no train 


yet, for the weather has upset the train service a 


bit. We had 28° of frost last night and were 
unable to sleep from the cold. | 

At 10 a.m. the Doctor came іп and said there 
would be a train to-day, so everyone who felt 
well enough, cheered! Then when the post came 
I got a note from Eric who was up the line to 
say he had an opportunity of coming to see me, 
50 was coming over to-day! Oh, how my heart 
beat with excitement, yet I was eaten up with 
anxiety ! I had been lying here for a week and 
Eric has been unable to come, and now the very 
day he can come, a train is coming to take us 
away. 

At twelve o’clock someone came in and said 
the train had come! Oh, the agony! Would he 
never come! They said that the privates were 
loaded on first, so that gave me an hour longer. 

Every minute seemed an hour, and I watched 
the curtain over the door and then the clock 
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alternately till I felt I should scream with the 
agony of my suspense. Slowly the minutes 
dragged by and then, suddenly, there were voices 
outside the curtain. 

The Sister came in and following her was Eric. 
We clutched each other and held hands under the 
bedclothes. He brought me lots of letters and 
parcels and we opened them. He looked cold 
and tired and told me how awful the cold was up 
the line. The Sister then brought me some lunch 
and offered him some too (bless her !), which he 
was awfully glad of, so we had lunch together. 
He had his tray on my bed and we were so happy. 
He then helped me to get up and get some clothes 
on ready for the train, for I was very weak, and so 
we sat and talked. Не told me of all their doings 
in the line and so the glorious golden time fled by. 
At last I heard a long shrill whistle and I felt it 
go through me like a red-hot sword. It was the 
signal for the officers to be taken to the train. 

My stretcher was ready and so we had to part. 

“Оһ, darling, good-bye for a bit,” he said. “I 
pray God you will never have to come back here. 
And make me one last promise. That is, that you 
will do your best to get home, and try your best 
to keep away from here. Promise me, Cyril, for 
Mumsie’s sake!“ 

“Т promise!“ I said, but I so long to come 
back to you.” 

No,“ he said, “ I must find a way to come to 
you. Never come back to me here. I will come 
to you!” 

Take care of yourself, dearest, always for my 
sake,” I said. 

“ Yes, I promise you that, but you know I must 
always do my duty and in doing so I know God 
will protect me. It is all for the best although all 
things look dark to us at present, but one day 
we shall understand. Thank God for His great 
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goodness in taking you out of danger. I do, and 
when you are safe He will, in His great mercy, 
show me a way out of this Hell, I am sure, and I 
shall come back to you and Mums and we shall be 
happy and at peace once more.” Then we kissed, 
and he turned and walked towards the curtains 
at the entrance and I moved towards the stretcher 
which was waiting for me. 

He turned once again at the curtain, saying, 
“ Au revoir, my darling. Don’t get well too soon, 
and remember the quotation we both love so well ! 
Mizpah ! ” 

The curtain moved and he was gone ! 

I raised myself on the stretcher and saw through 
the window his thin tall figure disappearing along 
the path, head erect, waving his tiny riding-whip 
in the air and picking his way through the deep 
snow; then he disappeared round the corner of 
a hut and I never saw him again! I lay on the 
stretcher and, as I did so, the old clock over the 
door looked down on me and it said 2.45. 

I had hated that clock all along. It crept re- 
lentlessly on when I was waiting for him, and then, 
When he was here, it tore on and recorded the 
hours like lightning. As he had gone and I was 
being carried out, it seemed to have stopped, and 
my last sight of it was with its two fingers straight 
across its face looking like a huge smile, mocking 
at my sorrow. Yes, it was laughing over my 
agony and seemed to whisper as I passed out 
under it to the waiting train: It is through me 
you had to part! Everything and everyone is 
governed by me. You will never get away from 
5. p ough you go to the uttermost ends of the 
ea A 


— 
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CHAPTER IX 


THE following extracts from letters written in 
the Convalescent Home at Mentone show how 
Cyril’s heart was still with his brother left behind 
in the trenches. 


February 11, 1917.—Eric is so good and such 
an Angel, and so wonderful that I feel fright- 
ened of him sometimes. I feel as if he is more 
than human. I am sure he has got a much bigger 
bit of God in him than I have or any ordinary 
person has. Не seems to have a sort of light which 
flows out of him in rays round his body so that 
one has only got to stand by him to feel elevated 
and happy, and contented, and ashamed of one’s 
own little grumblings, when he is so wonderful. 
He is an absolute pillar of strength with the men. 
His example is too wonderful to be human. They 
all adore him, and therefore I am sure God has put 
more of Himself in him for some wise reason. I 
feel I am not fit to black his boots. I think he is 
too lovely and too perfect for words, don’t you? 
I do wish God had made me more like him and 
put as much Heaven into me as He has into Eric, 
then I should feel I was more on an equality with 
him ! 

February 21, 1917.— If every British man, 
woman, and child would follow this prescription 
the war would be over to-morrow. This is it: 
Pray fervently, and earnestly. Give everything 
possible for your country, and, lastly, smile / 
Whatever the enemy may do, smile at him. Keep 


a smile on the face always, however much the 


suffering and so—win the war! Of course it 
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would need a superhuman effort, but the result 
would be Peace! Eric and I both are always 
trying to carry out this prescription and I think 
we are succeeding! Do you remember me telling 
you of the man who told me I didn’t look as if I 
were out fighting a great war, but on my honey- 
moon or something, because I was always laughing ? 
Do you remember us saying that poor little 
E used to say that we two (Eric and I) were 
the funniest pair he had ever met, for we always 
laughed and looked as if we were quite enjoying 
even the most awful hardships and miseries ! 
Well, it’s all in the prescription, and then in my 
prayers I ask God, like the men of old in the Bible, 
“ТЕ just we two only, out of all the millions, pray 
and give all and do all and smile always, wilt 
Thou save the nation?” and I believe He will, 
Mumsie, don’t you? So we will hang on just a 
little longer, although it is a far, far bigger fight 
sometimes against depression, and fear, than it is 
against any mortal enemy. That wears one out 
even more, but never mind, we shall win through, 
I am sure, and when we do, well, it may sound 
sidey, but I shall at least know of one or two 
M.C.’s and V.C.’s that ought to have been given 
but never have, for a far different form of bravery 
than mere bodily courage ! 

February 26, 1917.— I walked through the 
glorious woods high up on the cliff, and when I 
was right out in the country I sat down on a log 
to rest. Far below me in a hollow in the cliffs 
was the tiny town of Tréport. I could see all 
the women with bright-coloured shawls on their 
heads, big baskets on their arms, and funny little 
gridirons on their feet, going to market. The 
deep-throated notes of the church bells echoed 
along the cliffs, for the bells were lazily ringing for 
the morning Mass. The white cliffs rose steeply 
on either side of the town and the river Tré flowed 
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slowly down between the patchy white houses to 
the sea. The sea was blue, a pale beautiful blue, 
reflecting the deeper blue of the sky. Tiny white 
flecks appeared and disappeared on its ruffled 
surface, and the little brown fishing boats went 
dipping and prancing, throwing up milky foam 
round them as they moved out of the tiny harbour 
for a few days’ fishing, like horses young and 
fresh, trying to run away. All round were big 
brown tree trunks covered with golden moss. The 
ground was covered with a soft carpet of dead 
leaves, through which, here and there, the tiny 
white head of the snowdrop was peeping. Birds 
sang, thrushes and blackbirds shouted for joy and 
called to each other that spring is here. I sat 
and gazed at this peaceful scene, and far beyond 
it, out over the village, over the harbour, over the 
prancing ships and the sparkling foaming sea 
to the deep blue line far away, the line where sea 
meets sky, the line beyond which lies England, 
my England. I strained my eyes and tried to 
see the cliffs of dear old England, but no, it was too 
far. І saw nothing but the long blue line, like a 
rope drawn across to prevent me getting away, 
so I got up and wandered on, thinking, thinking, 
always. 

This evening there was а glorious sunset. 
The sun like a huge red ball sank slowly, very 
slowly, into the pinky-blue sea. I believe he had 
been looking all day for somewhere to rest, and he 
saw England lying in all her beauty in the midst 
of the sea, so he chose her for his bed, and surely 
as he lay down to rest, if England is his bed, surely 
Devon is his pillow, for the earthly Paradise is 
there! So he dipped down as it seemed into the 
sea, throwing up long golden arms into the sky, 
catching hold of tiny cherub-like bits of cloud, 
turning them into golden ships floating on a 
glorious pale pink sea, and then as the last scrap 


— 
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of him was disappearing, a huge broad golden 
path stretched away across the sea, straight from 
where I stood to where he was sinking down, a 
beautiful pink and gold path from me to—Eng- 
land! А path straight to you! A path with no 
ruts or stones or rocks to hurt the feet, a road of 
glory straight to you! 


CHAPTER X 


March 21, 1917.— 

And as thy days so shall thy strength be.” - 

Yet some days are as a minute and some as an 
eternity in Hell ! 

A day of glorious beauty from the first moment 
of dawn: a day ever to be remembered, this first 
day of spring. Yes, to-day is the twenty-first 
of March, and І, as in a dream of delight, am 
enjoying to the full every minute of the “ One 
crowded hour of glorious Ше” which I am spending 
in the beautiful south of France. 

The glorious liquid blue of the sea glistened and 
sparkled in the warm sunlight. The groves of 
olives, like silver grey masses, upon the distant 
hills stood shimmering and waving in a gentle 
breeze, like tiny lines of molten silver lying in the 
cool hollow of the hills. 

Near at hand, a large orchard of orange and lemon 
trees, with big flat, cool leaves and wonderful 
golden fruit, sloped down to within a few inches 
of the tiny blue waves of the sea which now and 
again even lapped at the very roots of the trees. 
The fruit, in many instances, had fallen from the 
trees, and lay like golden balls upon the bright 
green grass. The warm breeze was laden with 
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the scent of countless flowers, and a huge eucalyptus 
tree, beneath which I sat, cast a cool shadow upon 
the grass. Great waving palms were everywhere 
raising their graceful heads above the abundant 
undergrowth. 

A bright marble villa shone so brightly in the 
sunlight that it was difficult to look upon, like a 
king’s palace of onyx or alabaster in an old Eastern 
legend. All round its graceful columns rise great 
purple masses of Bougainvillea or the pale fragrant 
Heliotrope; stately lilies raise their proud heads 
from amongst a tangle of roses and cyclamen, and 
all round huge golden trees of Mimosa, with here 
and there amongst their golden beauty stiff sombre 
cyprus trees standing rigidly to attention like 
liveried servants in attendance upon their young 
and beautifully-dressed mistresses. 

My eye travelled over all this picture of infinite 
beauty to the distant village on the slope of a tiny 
hill with its jumble of white houses crowding up 
together in a confused mass of white walls and 
golden brown roofs. The blue Mediterranean 
splashes the white walls of the villas at the foot 
of the hill, and as they rise one villa behind another 
they become closer and closer together and more 
irregular, till finally the summit is reached in a 
supreme medley of white and brown and deep red, 
crowned by the stately white tower of an Italian 
Romanesque basilica rising in tiers of white 
marble, beauty of columns and cornices, of bright 
light or deep shadow, to the tiny red brown tiles 
of the dome, surmounted by a marble cross. There 
is the tiny hill crowned by the beautiful church 
tower and all around the jumble of houses looking 
as though they were afraid of slipping into the sea 
and so cling to each other for support upon the 
tiny ledges on which they are built, -while those 
at the top cling to the church, which stands boldly 
and firmly, like a beautiful woman with her 
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children holding to her garments for protection 
while she looks in defiance at the ever restless 
dragon, the sea, who is always trying to drag her 
children away from the protection of her ever- 
lasting arms and devour them. | 

Behind the tall tower of the church the hills 
rise more steeply with less verdure until they 
become craggy pinnacles of bare rock, culminating 
at last in a glorious chain of high mountains, their 
great white peaks pointing with eternal frozen 
fingers to Heaven. The sun glistens and shines 
in all the colours of the rainbow upon their snow- 
covered summits sparkling like masses of precious 
stones. Here a point shines out in a bright 
glittering light dazzling to look upon, there a 
ravine or depression in deep shadow looks so dark 
that the eye is unable to fathom,its inky blackness. 
Yet again, there is a sun-covered pinnacle shining 
with so smooth a pale blue light reflected from the 
glory of the sky that it is difficult to define where 
the mountain ends and the sky begins. 

As the afternoon slowly faded into evening the 
whole scene was bathed in a glorious rosy light of 
sunset. Deeper and deeper became the shadows, 
darker and darker became the landscape until I 
began to realise that the darkness was not of 
ordinary night. There was a strange stillness in 
the air. Then I felt a slight chill like a cold 
draught down my spine and I looked round in 
surprise. What did it mean? what was going to 
happen? I could not see the beauty of the trees 
and flowers, the mountains were no longer visible. 
All was hidden and a cold breath of wind was 
stirring in the trees. I arose quickly and hurried 
back to my room. The windows were opened 
wide and I could hear the incessant swish, swish, 
of the sea. I felt uneasy, and could not settle, 
but walked restlessly about. The atmosphere 
felt oppressive and I remember being conscious 
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of a slight headache. Then, suddenly above the 
incessant moaning of the sea, I heard a distant 
long-drawn-out growl, like the cry of a hungry 
wolf hunting for its prey. What was that? I 
stopped to listen. Again this growl was re-echoed 
and vibrated amongst the mountain crags and 
valleys. Thunder! Yes, thunder and the pat- 
pat of great drops of rain upon the marble balcony. 
Hurriedly I stepped out upon the balcony, and 
even as I did so a great blinding blue-white mbbon 
zig-zagged down the sky, followed immediately 
by a deafening crash, which roared and rumbled 
backwards and forwards amongst the hills. The 
wind rose and blew in fitful gusts, lashing the 
sea into white fury on the rocks below. Again 
came the blinding flash and the roar of the thunder 
immediately upon it. I turned to seek shelter 
in the room, for the storm in all its fury was upon 
us. Oh, would that I could have stayed out there 
upon that balcony and so have missed the terrible 
ordeal which was then upon me, but the blow had 
to fall and I unconsciously walked to meet it. 

As I stepped back into the room a man stood 
there. I had not heard him enter through the 
noise of the storm. He held out a letter. What? 
a letter for me at this time? What did it mean? 
І wondered. I took it and, not knowing the 
writing, opened it carelessly. It was headed 
with the regimental address and signed by my 
brother’s Coy. Commander. What did it mean? 
Why had he written to me? A blinding flash of 
lightning illuminated the room, and at the same 
second the thunder crackled and roared like every 
demon in Hell let loose. The house seemed to 
shake on its foundations. 

I turned the letter over and began to read: “I 
am sorry to have to tell you that we attacked on 
the night of the 18th and your brother 5 

What, what does it say? Why do all the words 
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run together and become a jumble? Why can’t 
І read it? Allis black before my eyes, the thunder 
and the storm seem suddenly to be a long way off, 
and with an effort I read on— 

“ —your brother did not return!” 

A huge cord seemed to have been struck suddenly 
in my head and it went on vibrating and vibrating 
in a curious humming noise. Someone came into 
the room and helped me to a seat. Others came 
in and said things, yet I could understand nothing. 
I felt as if I was standing by myself watching what 
was happening to my body. Someone helped me 
to bed and a nurse brought things to drink and 
attended to me. I heard the thunder far away, 
crashing and roaring, and the storm beating against 
the windows, yet I kept saying, “ My brother, 
my oe angel Eric, went over and didn’t come 

ack.” 


They said things to me but I did not understand. 
Then suddenly I jumped up and in a cry of agony, 
and in a passion of anger, I shouted out, “‘ There is 
no God, there is no God!” and then I seemed to 
fall down, down, away, away, and all went black 
and I remembered no more 

Then I found myself wandering through groves 
of lovely trees, amongst beautiful flowers, searching 
_always for something which I was unable to find. 
On and on I went, for ever calling or trying to 
call my brother’s name, yet my voice was so weak 
and the birds made such a noise that I could hardly 
make myself heard. I called and called, yet had 
no reply; I rushed madly about amongst the trees 
for ever calling, and now and again my own voice 
echoed through the huge forest like fiends mocking 
me in my agony. On and on I went, but I felt 
tired and my head ached; but I had to go on, for he 
needed me 

Next I was struggling through a sea of mud. 
Over great mounds of filth I scrambled, for ever 
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calling his name and tearing at the sodden, stinking 
earth with my hands. Му fingers were cut on the 
sharp flints of the ground yet I struggled on, till 
I felt the warm blood running down my hands and 
still the frantic search goes on. Weary and faint 
I dragged on and on till I found myself searching 
in a mighty, white building. All was marble, 
everywhere shining white marble. Huge marble 
columns rose all round me, unending avenues and 
cloisters bordered by columns led away in all 
directions. No scrap of green relieved the cold 
forbidding marble. No sound broke the stillness, 
the cold stillness that frightened me, and I rushed 
madly about through these vast marble halls, 
calling, for ever calling my darling’s name. 

My voice was echoed and re-echoed through the 
vastness of this awful place of stone, till I heard a 
thousand voices calling, from every corner, “ Егіс, 
Eric.“ Yet no reply. Silence always—this awful, 
heart-breaking silence. 

Then a great bell began ringing. Slowly its 
deep note vibrated through the still air. The 
vibration was so great it hurt me till my head 
felt like bursting, and all the time someone was 
talking to me. I could not understand them and 
I wished they would go away, for it delayed me so. 
I had to continue my search. 

At length I opened my eyes. I was in bed, it 
was night, a candle burnt beside me and someone 
was offering me a drink of something. It was a 
Sister. . . Ah yes! I remembered everything, 
and in remembering the pain became more intense 
in my head. | 

The Sister said, “ Go to sleep, do, it will do you 
good.” I felt terribly tired so I closed my eyes 
and slept a dead heavy sleep, and as I lost con- 
sciousness I seemed to be lying on a bed of stone 
and gently, very gently, an enormous weight 
descended upon me, closer and closer, till I sank 
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into oblivion, with a feeling that life was crushed 
out for ever. 

It was late in the morning when I awoke. At 
first I remembered nothing and wondered vaguely 
why my head ached and what I had been worrying 
about. Then slowly, as full consciousness returned, 
I remembered it all again. With a shudder I 
turned and buried my face in the cool pillows. Oh! 
why didn’t the overwhelming weight last night 
crush all consciousness out of me for good? Now 
life and understanding, and above all, memory, 
had come back to me, and like an enemy that has 
had a few hours in which to rest, they attacked 
me with even greater force and my thoughts were 
even more terrible than before. I could not stop 
іп bed, so later on I got up. I wandered out, as in 
a dream. There was the sun in all his mid-day 
splendour blazing upon the warm earth. There 
were the beautiful trees and flowers, the pretty 
‘bright village, the green grass and the deep blue 
sea—all just as before, all smiling, the sea dancing 
and sparkling, the flowers and the trees waving 
and the birds singing—so happy. Oh! how I 
loathed them all. 

I feel as though I were standing there in a huge 
block of ice, frozen in the centre, always able to 
see the beauty and joy and laughter in life, but 
never able to reach it: beating for ever against the 
icy walls of my cage, and all the time fair nature 
laughed and sang, and mocked me in my trans- 
parent prison. I hate it all; the air is laden with 
the scent of a thousand flowers but I can smell 
nothing, the sun shines everywhere except on me. 
I stood and gazed upon it all, for but yesterday it 
all looked so different. Yes, it was only yesterday, 
but an eternity seemed to have passed. Then I 
raised my eyes and I could see the mountains ! 
Ah, there, there I saw as in a flash, my whole life 
written before me in solid rock. 
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First I saw the tiny hill covered with beautiful 
trees and flowers, smiling in the glorious sunlight ; 
there is my happy childhood, with nothing to 
mar the peaceful beauty of it all; not one shadow 
could I see upon the tiny hill. Then behind rose a 
higher hill, still covered abundantly with trees and 
flowers, a tiny shadow or a point of rock sticking 
out from its smooth surface here and there. There 
I was growing up, still in the bright sunshine of 
love and happiness, with here and there a little 
shadow or point of rock indicating small sorrows or 
a few days of illness or pain, so soon over and 
forgotten. Behind that hill was the vast mountain 
of manhood, the rugged stony paths, the deep 
ravines, and the steep points of rock, up which I 
struggled up and up, always expecting to find 
sunshine and flowers, and the song of birds, just a 
little higher, till suddenly the frozen summit of 
the present day is reached. Now everything is 
obliterated and covered in a cloak of ice and snow. 
The sun has no warmth. І see nothing around to 
relieve the cold, bare, bare, frozen present, nothing 
with which to cover the naked points and summits 
of ice, so here I stand and say to the mountain, 
“ You alone can reach my heart to-day іп its icy 
case, for you alone can understand. All the other 
is so fair, so beautiful, 16 has never known the ісу 
blasts of winter. You have, and you suffer in con- 
sequence. I have now had the ice-cold blast of 
winter blow over / my soul and so I suffer, and you 
understand my suffering. | 

Yet even as I whisper to the far-off mountain he 
seems to whisper back to me, “ The ice-cold blast 
will not always blow over your soul, you will not 
always be in the shade. Look up, and beyond, 
and hope.” 

I raised my eyes even higher, even above his 
snow-capped summit, and what did I see? Some- 
thing I had never noticed before, for there beyond 
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was another mountain, much, much higher, and it 
seemed to say, “ Your life continues beyond the 
present time; and again it said, Look up and 


ho 2? 

оша dimly see this lower portion of the highest 
mountain behind the one I had been gazing at, 
and as I raised my eyes to see its summit I was 
suddenly conscious of a warm glow all over my 
chilled body, for the mountain was completely 
enveloped in a beautiful white cloud ! 

I could not see whether it was covered with 
snow like the other, for a great cloud was ever 
rolling over it and the warm sun shone on its billowy 
whiteness, and as I looked a great voice seemed to 
бау: The future is hidden. Hope on, hope ever. 
God is there, He sees, He knows it is all for your 
good. Do not be afraid for the future. You 
are stumbling now beneath your cross, yet He will 
help you with it if you ask Him. Lean on Him 
and He will support уои.” 

By the doctor’s advice, from that day I went 
down into the public rooms for my meals and 
went out for walks and sat in the garden. Every- 
one was kindness itself, yet some тагуеПей at my 
seeming so ordinary, and not remaining in my own 
room. But then they didn’t know. They couldn't 
tell that for a time I had lost God and had found 
Him again and, in finding, peace had come to my 
troubled soul. He was helping me with my load, 
and a great hope had been born deep within 
my broken heart, for the sweet message of the 
mountains was ringing in my ears. 

IJ will raise mine eyes unto the hills from whence 
cometh my help.” 
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CHAPTER XI 


THE news first reached me in a letter from Cyril 
received on the 29th of March. I shall never 
forget the horrors of that day. 

It was a day of wet, biting wind, slush, sleet 
and all other hatefulness. І spent the weary hours 
alone in the Room of Sunshine. Cyril’s envelope 
was marked “ Very important,” and on the back 
was written, Reply to —his home address. 

Knowing he had been very ill, I at once concluded 
he was on his way home, and opened the letter in 
joyful anticipation of seeing him soon. The freez- 
ing horror of his news made even that villainous 
day seem warm by contrast. 

“ Егіс is wounded and missing! That beauti- 
ful white body lying out, torn, on these hellish 
battlefields. Oh, God, where is my brother? 

At first, I could not graspit. Their escapes had 
been so wonderful, their courage so superhuman, 
their certainty of return so unshakable, that the 
blow was stunning. 

When I did realise it, the first feeling was of 
utter helplessness. No one knew Eric’s fate, and 
Cyril might be still at Mentone or travelling home. 

All I could do was to write to poor Mumsie ” 
in England. 

Then I cried all day. I rarely cry at anything, 
but the pathos of Cyril’s agony broke me to pieces. 
I feared for him, body and soul. It seemed impos- 
sible he should ever survive such a shock and such 
aloss. His poor soul must be torn up by the roots, 
faith and all. God had apparently failed him, 
failed to answer any prayer. All the escapes and 
preservations only made this blow a cruel mockery. 
How could he ever trust God or pray again? I 
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knew in every nerve what the boy was suffering, 
though I did not actually then know of his agonised 
cry, There is no God,“ that awful evening of the 
storm. 

Then there was all the mother-craving after 
Eric, the craving to get to him at all costs, 
wherever he might be. 

All day I was ashamed of myself. I am more 
ashamed of myself now, looking back on it. If 
we really believe in God, our faith ought to rise 
above such feelings. I ought to have been perfectly 
calm, knowing that God was with each boy, doing 
His very best for both. It has, I hope, been a 
salutary and final lesson to me upon the point. 

It was nearly a fortnight before I heard another 
word. Then Cyril wrote, giving me the facts. 

Eric had gone out with his men to attack on 
the night of March 18. As they got out into No 
Man’s Land, fire opened on them and many were 
hit, Eric among others. His men went to carry 
him in, but he refused to leave them. He knew 
he was the last officer left alive, and he knew that 
his men were wounded and dying around him. 
So he stayed. 

His wound was in the thigh. It was two days 
before our men could get back to the place, and 
when they reached it, the boy was lying dead, with 
his little Khaki Bible beside him. They carried 
him in and laid him in a grave under a little white 
cross and sent the Bible to his mother. 

Consciously and willingly he laid down his life. 
We shall never know particulars of his last hours 
or minutes of consciousness, but one cannot doubt 
that he had some weighty reason, some perishing 
soul or souls that needed the offering of an 
innocent victim. Only God knows what the offering 
of that white life has done for sinners. 

Just as, on one recorded occasion before an 
attack, he was certain of returning, so, this time, 
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he appears to have been sure he would not come 
back. Examination of his papers and possessions 
revealed that everything, even down to his keys, 
had been left in perfect order. Nothing was 
found on him but his Bible and his mother’s last 
letter. On the momentous day itself he wrote to 
his mother saying— 


“Тат longing to see Cyril but I don’t want him to 
come back here. 

I will try to send the box back to you, but I may 
not be able to. Darling, I have no time for more. 
All my love. 

God be with you’ is ever the prayer of your 
ever-loving 

Eric.” 


The underlined sentence shows what was in his 
mind. 

With the news, poor Cyril also sent me a little 
poem of his own. 


FAREWELL 
March 19. 


“ Hark ! I hear a distant sound of rifles fired in volley ; 
Far away it rends the air, again and yet again, 
Till, in the after silence, I hear a distant echo, 
And those three bursts of rifle fire havo rent my heart in 
twain. 


Hush! Now the last farewell is sounded by the bugle 
To those so sweetly resting after this bloody strife; 

Through every chamber of my broken heart it echoes, 
And sounds a last farewell to all the joy in life.” 


It was still some time before Cyril came. As 
soon as possible, they sent him home, but on reach- 
ing England he was so ill as to necessitate removal 
into hospital and, following that, a long stay in 
another convalescent home. 
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We wrote frequently to each other. After the 
first shock, and especially after the certainty of 
Eric’s death, I myself was able to find his soul. 
I have been blessed, as most people are, with 
similar experiences when a loved friend puts on 
immortality, but this white soul has special power 
to make its presence felt. Often, when praying 
in my chapel, Eric joined me, and the supreme 
grace he emanated was the grace of peace, everlast- 
ing peace, immortal peace, a peace that passes 
understanding and cannot be described. It was 
clear that he loved to commune with a soul which 
was, by then, unclouded with sorrow, and also that 
he craved for me to comfort Cyril and Mumsie. 

I did my best in the only possible way, which 
was to urge on Cyril to forget himself and remember 
only Eric. If we really believe in God and a 
future life, how can we grieve when our dear ones 
are radiant with immortal happiness? Is it not 
clouding their Heaven to grieve? Is it not cruel 
to put an impenetrable shield of earthly sorrow 
between our souls and their happy spirits? All 
this I impressed on poor Cyril and the boy fought 
nobly to rise above the feelings of sense. 

One of my supremest consolations came at the 
end of April in the shape of a huge box of primroses 
and a letter, both from Cyril. He said: “Тһе 
woods at Osborne are carpeted in pale gold. One 
such path runs right to the blue sea. I long to lay 
these exquisite spring flowers on the grave of the 
dead Eric, away in France, but I cannot, and it 
is better that I cannot. So, instead, I send them 
to you, asking you to offer them to the soul of 
the living Eric in the little white chapel on 
Dartmoor.” 

Just as it was, but through a mist of tears, 
I carried the box to chapel. Perhaps the most 
pathetic thing about the offering was that it was 
a big chocolate box. Just as it was, I laid it 
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at the foot of the altar for a day and a night—a 
love-offering from his brother to that radiant young 
warrior soul who I know is doing a glorious work 
for the souls of men now that he is unfettered and 
freed from the limitations of the flesh. 

At the beginning of June, Cyril and Mumsie 
came, at last. Oh, what it was to feel my arms 
round the poor boy ! 

They were heroically brave and bright. Our 
greetings were even joyous. But the most trying 
moment was when they first entered the chapel, 
where they had been so sure they would all three 
kneel to give thanks to God when war was over. 
As we knelt I could hear a choking sob from Cyril 
but he fought it down, though his tears fell even 
on the bench in front. 

Even now one can see the places left by those 
tears: bright round places on the dull red paint. 

But, all through his visit, he reached out bravely 
after his brother’s soul and we had some wonderful 
times together. I shall never forget one evening 
when we sat under the sycamore tree up in front, 
beside the Venton stream. It was there that I 
read the two letters which Eric had left behind 
him, in May 1916, one for his mother and one 
for “ Till.” These letters were written before Егіс 
left for the front and were only to be opened in the 
event of his death. 

It was almost awful to hold them in one’s hands. 
It was like holding the boy’s naked, immortal 
soul. 

This is Cyril’s treasure. А 
Мау 5, 1916. 
DEAREST TILL, 

Now I am at home I write to you. This 
letter will only be delivered to you if I have given 
the dearest thing on earth for my country. 
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Comfort Mother, and be brave, Till, for my sake. 
God grant that you two may be united again. 
This parting will be hard, I know, but it is only for 
a time and “ as thy days so shall thy strength be.” 
But you were ever the bravest. I could not have 
stayed at home if you had gone out, but you did, 
my darling brother. 

I cannot write more. What can I say more? 
I am at rest, and am confident we shall all be united 
with Father also, upon that distant and happy 
shore. 

Take care of Mother. Work for her. And may 
God bless you both. 

From your own devoted brother, 
ERIC. 


I love the Be brave, for my sake.” He knew 
where his brother’s chief difficulty would be. 
Mumsie’s letter is even more touching. 


May Day, 1916. 


My Own DARLING ANGEL MOTHER, 

When you read this, and I pray to God 
you never will read it, I shall be dead. І have left 
it with Till to be given to you if anything should 
happen to me. Don’t worry, darling; if it is God’s 
will to take me, it must be for the best. He never 
does anything wrong, does He ? 

Be comforted, dear, I am happy and at rest, 
and I am with Father. Never fear, the partin 
will only be a short one and we shall soon be 
together again in peace on that further shore. 

God gave His only Son and you have given one 
of your only two! Take care of Till, Mumsie, and 
God give you strength, my darling. 

I have done my duty and am proud to give 
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my life for this country, this sweet magnificent 
England that I held so dear, and for our flag; and 
above all, I have done my bit to keep those 
devils from my home and my own brave darling of 
a mother. 

As thy days so shall thy strength be; let that 
be your motto and let Carry оп!” be your battle 
cry in the midst of death and sorrow. Carry on 
5 England ! Carry on for home! Carry on for 

God bless you and keep you safe, darling, and may 
you never have to read this letter—is the earnest 
prayer of your ever loving and devoted m 

RIC. 


10 p.m. The “ Last Post” is sounding ! 


Many people do not know the words of the 
Last Post, so I give them here to show how 
extraordinarily apt they are to have sounded as 
Eric completed such a letter. 


LAST POST 


And now the hour has come, 
The spirit takes its flight 
To its eternal home— 
Lights out! Good-night ! 


A long, long night of rest, 
And with the morning bright 
Réveillé with the blest— 
Lights out! Good-night !” 


I think our supreme day together was Corpus 
Christi, a great feast of mine and a great anniversary. 
As so often happens without any human premedi- 
tation on great feasts, various things worked to a 
climax. = 
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In the morning, Cyril came to show me his two 
manuscript books containing his diary. Не told 
me how he was going to compile a few passages 
from them, together with some of Eric’s letters, 
and get the thing typewritten to be sent about to 
his friends. 

Knowing Cyril so intimately, I guessed at the 
probable value of this diary and meekly suggested 
that I should be allowed to compile it and publish 
it in book form for the world at large. 

I thought the poor boy would have gone mad with 
delight. We two were standing just inside the 
west door, and Mumsie was sitting in the Dartmoor 
window room, talking to the Rainbow Maker. 
Cyril had been buying a lovely rainbow necklace 
for Mumsie, a black and silver one, specially 
designed for them by the Rainbow Maker, with 
little heads of forget-me-nots on the three little 
pendant hearts for the middle drop. We all knew 
what the three hearts meant, and, sweetly enough, 
these were the very last and there are no more to 
be had anywhere. 

I managed to stifle his shrieks of joy and we 
agreed to break the idea of the book to Mumsie, 
actually standing in the poet’s corner, that after- 
noon. This spot, I must explain, is where I wrote 
my little book of moor poems, and one of the 
excitements of the day is to visit the place in 
company with the poet. Dream Tor is close by 
so it does make a very glorious expedition, and 
we had arranged to take tea (otherwise coffee 
im a thermos) with us and have an afternoon 
of it. 

We set out at 2 p.m., Cyril and I running 
over with excitement, and to pass the time, I told 
them both of a charming present I had had that 
morning, a beautiful big wicker-covered flask of 
eau-de-Cologne, addressed in an unknown hand, 
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post-marked Southampton where I had no ac- 
quaintance. The anonymous gift had thrilled me, 
arriving as it did on the morning of my great 
feast. 

They did not say much and we finally reached the 
tor. As we stood looking down on Venton, Cyril 
suddenly said, Would you like to know who sent 
you that eau-de-Cologne 2” 

I stared at him, amazed. 

It's from the lady in black,” he said, pointing 
at Mumsie. 

When I had done kissing them both for payment, 
and Mumsie had finished scolding Cyril for giving 
her away, I asked 

But how did you remember that to-day was my 
great feast ?”’ 

1 not only didn’t remember, I didn’t even 
know it was,“ answered Mumsie. “АП I felt 
was that it must reach you to-day, and I gave 
special orders at the shop that it wasn’t to be 
posted till Tuesday.” 

Then we took her into the poet’s corner, stood 
one each side of her, and from that eyrie, facing 
Bellever, we told her the idea of the book. 

She revelled, to my great delight. Her idea was, 
of course, to reveal both her treasures. Cyril's idea 
was to make Eric, Eric only, better known. 

Then we crossed to Dream Tor. Going over, 
Cyril told me about Eric’s signet ring which he wears 
on a chain round his neck. This pathetic relic 
was found on the dead boy’s hand, and still has 
some flakes of mud from No Man’s Land in the 
deep cutting of the crest. Cyril told me how, one 
night at Osborne, when he was in bed, the clasp 
came undone and he got up to find the ring. When 
he had found it, a little poem came to him, as if 
dictated, and he hurriedly wrote it down. As we 
stood between the two tors, he recited it to me. 
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HIS RING 
“Aring! His ring! 
So small a thing! 
It weds my heart to memories, 
For now ’tis mine which once was his, 
And so, to me, is everything. 
A life! His life! 
So small a thing 
In this great holocaust of strife. 


To save the world he gave his life, 
And that, to me, is everything. 


A soul! His soul! 

So large a thing! 
So pure and gentle, full of love, 
Lives evermore with God above, 
And that, to me, is everything. 

A prayer! My prayer! 

A fervent thing ! 
God grant him life for ever there, 
And I, with him, his joy may share, 
So that, to me, is everything. 


Then we stood upon Dream Tor, that place of 
many memories, and after that, we had tea. 

Before starting out, I had borrowed three cups 
of blue enamel ware from the Rainbow Maker’s 
Cottage of Rest for poor ladies. The Rainbow 
Maker, naturally, does not like such borrowings, 
but this was a special occasion and I was warned 
to be very careful not to chip the cups. 

When I opened the rucksac, which Cyril had 

acked, I found he had put a paper serviette 

tween each cup, and when, after tea, I collected 
them, preparatory to departure, he exclaimed 
reproachfully, “ Mind the Rainbow Maker’s cups,” 
snatched them from me and wadded them carefully 
with serviettes again. 

This tiny incident shows the utter unselfish 
thoughtfulness of the boy. 
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We reached chapel at six, and spent a blissful 
half-hour there, reading the poems concerning 
Dream Tor, and thanking God for the peace and 
joy of the day. At the end of the time, Cyril 
5. up one of my little prayer-books which I 

eep for sale on the bench, took out his pencil and 
wrote in it, so that I could watch him writing, these 
words— 

“То darling Mums, іп memory of a day of pure 
joy on Dartmoor, and of one who although absent 
in the body is always with us in the spirit.” 

I thanked God, with all my heart, that he was 
able to write them. 

Next day, I found a letter in chapel which told 
me, again, that things are well with my Knight. 


Dartmoor. 
BEAUTIFUL LADYE, 

I must write you a note, for I can’t tell 
you when I see you as we always have so much to 
say that I forget. Well, this is it and it has so 
impressed me that I can’t get it out of my head. 
Perhaps you will remember that there were some 
large white lilies on the altar, yesterday, in our white 
chapel of the Knights, and in the little vases were 
some red tulips. Do you also remember there were 
some white roses in with the red tulips, and when 
you came to chapel in the evening, do you remember 
seeing that one small white rose had shed its petals, 
which were lying on the snow-white altar-cloth 
beneath? Perhaps you don’t remember finding 
them like this, yet I remember well, for this morn- 
ing, as usual, I crept softly to the wee chapel to 
talk to God there for a few minutes, and after 
kneeling for some time in silence, I began to pray; 
I prayed hard and fervently, and after praying for 
a time with all my heart and soul in my words, I 
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feel weak, for I often pray till it hurts. Well, at 
the end of my first prayer I paused, and in the 
silence I heard something like a tiny moth or butter- 
fly in the chapel. І raised my eyes to the altar and 
there I saw one beautiful white petal from the rose 
fallen and lying, pure, fresh and fragrant, on the 
spotless altar-cloth. Then I began to pray again, 
and as I prayed, another petal fell and lay beside 
the other on the altar. Then I went on, and as 
I finished each prayer another petal lay upon the 
altar of God. : 

Oh, dear ladye, it was so wonderful that I could 
not believe my eyes. It did not fall all at once, as 
a flower usually does, but one by one, and I seemed 
to see these, my prayers, laid before God in the 
pure shining petals of this glorious flower. I 
prayed till not one petal was left, and the whole 

ower lay upon the altar like all my prayers 
gathered together into one white flower and offered 
to God on this white altar in the wee white 
chapel in the heart of His beautiful, wonderful 
Dartmoor. 

Dear ladye, can you wonder at my feeling God’s 
presence here? Can you wonder that I came away, 
feeling God had heard my prayers ? 

All my love. 

Your Knight, 
CYRIL. 


It happened that I had specially noticed the 
flower, partly because it was the only one which 
had fallen and partly because the petals were so 
extraordinarily large and white and beautifully 
heart-shaped. 

I remember gathering them carefully into one 
hand and thinking: “These are too lovely to 
throw away, even to the breezes of Dartmoor. I 
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will save them to send in letters to my poor Knights 
in the trenches.” 

I did not know till afterwards that they were the 
symbols of the prayers of a brother Knight who, 
praying, had found peace for his white soul. 
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